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IN D EX. 


A 


I ſeek to know ⁊ubat place detains — 

A dance round the may- pole ny b.ſom delights 
An a::xiou; met her ſcarch'd in vain 
4, tc// me, ye ſwains, have you ſeen my Paſtora 


las, oro chang d the face of things —— 
e ye fair like op ning roſes — — 
me 1 am leſt and forlurn — 2 


Learned ſage in days of yore — — 
Dick the duſtman drove thro? Saliſb'ry- court 


t eve With the wwoodlark I reſ# —d 

: B 
laniſh ſerroxw, grief's a felly — 
Iright Chanticleer proclaim'd the dawn — 
en Mizen-peak an honeft tar — — 
the gaily circling glaſs — — 
bind yon bill where Stinchar ftows — 


IN D E X. | 
C | 


Come newer ſeem to mind it — — 
C:me all hands a-b oy to the anchor 
Come £ worthy Britgus, take þ art in my ſong 


Cruel fair, who ſecret enguiſn —— — 
Celia board thy charms no more — — 
D 


Dear Nancy I've ſaid the aid all around 


E 


Fre yet Hare Fa 2 chace the eos 


— — 
Evy new caprice purſuing — — 
— 


Ere I bad weil grown te an age — i} 
T an: a c. 
F 1: defe mn 
I: this c. 
Fill, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge — cbr 
Fair Anna lou d a rijtic d — — Ir: /lorms 
Full twenty ti n do ve heard ”y mind — Fehnny « 
Fill the baæul with ſparkling nectur — It be lor 
Fam cobler's bulk to ſplendid ſip — 2 powert 
Fickle youtn lrg” the garden of beauty Muy range 1 a cott 
For Eng gland wwher with fad ring gale — „April 
Fair K Lare of Werms outh od a tar ——— 2 a mou! 
From North te Scuiv, from Eaſt to Weſt n tatter” 
round 
G am a jo 


Gentle love this hour befriend me = — 


Ze 


H 


o gaily rell'd the moments on — — 7 
ere, full of ſcars, lies poor Ha! Brazen — 27 
ark! from the trump of fame — _ 47 
aft e er ſecn a ten on bot griddle — 59 
Vd I but the wings of a dove _ — 85 
Hear me ye nymphs and ery ſcvain — 113 
my love ever travell'd the diſtance From me 12 7 
aſs thou forgot the oak that throws — 12 5 
ſow happily my life I led _— _ 139 
Hart, bark, Eliza s tuncful voice — 142 
| 
} I 
1 t 
Jam a cheer Ful fellow aliboꝰ a married man Ti 
In defence of her ſex jure a <w1man may ſpeak T2, 
I: this chavs of new fung led modes that we live 21 
I'm a briſk jsll tar juſt going to ſea — 62 
In ſtorms when clouds obſcure the fey — CO 
Johnny was @ piper's ſon — — — 54 
It be loww wining vale that's refreſd d by the flream 97 
poverty; garb tho" tis true Im array'd — 93 
1 a cottage I live, and the cot of content — 102 
April when primreſes paint the ſaveet plain 307 
a mouldering cave, a wretched retreat 119 
n tatter d weeds from toton to town — 122 
round the world poor ſailors roam — 123 
am a jolly gay pedlar — — 131 


— 


L 


INDEX. 


L 
Love, thou ſtrange capricious boy a _ 
Let muckworms exiſt an their treaſure — 
—— 


Little thinks the toxwnſman' s wife 


M 


Ay heart is as hon} and brawe as the beſt — 
Hy Nanny tho" then canſt not boaſt 
My father's before me, I've beard the folks jay 


N 
Ned Flint ⁊oas lob A by all the hip — 
Near where old Thames in ample * 
No more that age. form to wiew 


Near boo r Richmond, Thames pride 


— — 


O 


On Tay's feweet bank the lint auhite ſings fo cherily 
0 liften, 4 liſten to the vpice of love 
On eo ry tree, in eu ry plain 

O ever in my hoſom live 
O Sir be relentin; „ be kind aud conſenting 
On the lightly j or Ae Wing 

O young ajjeftion's glowing train 
0 Nanny evilt thou fly with me 
O ⁊o hat a country for people to marry in 
Ob, «ven the favor d youth you love 
Of all the ſwains both far and near 
On Etrick's banks as ſummer's night 


— 


— — 


— — - 
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10 id night 
I Nerning 4 


IND EX. 
reedy Midas I've been told — 


b/erve bow enchanting 
Gihapleſs youth to grandeur born 


V barren hills and flowery dales me 


( night gay Bacchus at a banquet 
1 friends ] had, but ab! too ſoon 
Fall the ſrvains both far and near 


1 5p 


. 


4 


8 roſes deck'd the bank's green ſide — 
ey maid adieu, I muſt haſte to battle 


wr Anc bor et, a maiden fair — 


R 


oy wine is the key that will open the heart 
I; * 
8 


ch all the world over in all times and ages 
bave you ſeen my Arabel — — 


F. Por babe, ill fated boy — — 
| 


T 


I: /owers I boaft wvho are handſome and ſmart 


ell me I'm too young to wed — — 
-B/ca-wvorn tar, who in the war — 

y dad I muſt eun is but poor — 
1nidnight mcon ſerenely ſmiles — 


I erning Aurora peep'd over the bills 


101 
143 


151 


* 


INDE X. 


The ſhipwreck'd tar on biliows toſt — 
T here was Dorothy Dum — L 
Tranſparent now and all jerene — bee, 
*Twvas Toithin a mile of Ec inburgh town — Wien] 
Then farewell thoſe days of glory — bile < 
The turban'd turk who ſes g the world — WW ben / 
Than enty'd monarchs bappicr ſtill — Ven 5 
To the groves 17 th e fir eams T' re pair — bun 1 
To Handel's pleaſing notes as Celi: 1 ſung — hen fi 
The flreamict that flaw'd round ber cut —— ben 1 
To me a jniling infant came ben 1 


The wand" ring ſailer ploughs the main — hin C 
Tyhro' Foreſts drear I once did roam —— þ 75 1 ſe 
*F'wwas in tha at ſe. ſon of th: year — ben 1 


To ſpeer my love vi”. glances fair — hen 1. 
The Jun juft glancing thro the trees — ben P 
The laſt time I came o er the moor —— Wither 
7 ie wealthy fool with gold in ſtore — hen ou 
1 he filver moon that ſhines jo bright — ben fer 
The grey-cy Aurora in ſaffron array — hat be, 
The village maid with rudily charms — ben ru. 
The rones retreating from the ſpore — F pat vi 
T5 P* te zſure well the - javial cry — en e. 
The dauntle s ſailor leaves his home —— en jea 
"Tis net the tint f ruby hue — Ie co 

Tro ge ves ſequeſter d. dark, and ir, — ben wv; 
Tre vlilage hind <vite teil had done — Vile WW, 
The dew light. y fell on the fevect- briar thorn ul greg 
Toe gen'rous heart where fr e dvel's utd Y 
The <varres were Þſh'd, the ſky ſerene — Leu o, 


Tord life's rugged wage each mortal muſt ſail Lat tho 
ben low 


U wy is 10 


Uncheering was the fatal morn —— 


INDEX; 


a * W 
N 

ere Lorveſt ff ævaves its yellow corn —— 20 
en I tec my departure from Dublin, ſweet toxon 28 
hile mwarbling I: lla decoy the gay throng 35 
— hen Britain firſt this fair domain —— 41 
| Wer firſt you won my virgin heart — 47 
en love gets you fa't in bis clutches — 49 
— hen firſt to Eilen's lute 50 
— hen I was youns — — — 5 1 
ben I ca a younker I woas apprentic d — 55 
— Wn Cupid holds the yr. e crown — 65 
— n ſweetly ſcunds the lively born — 70 
— ben I wwas at ſchool and ſcarce in my teens 71 
hen unrelenting fates ordain _ — 83 
ah hen Pk bus begins to peep over the hills 84 
on F bither, my "mm, ah! hither art thou gone 92 
— ben our enen es riſe and defiance proclaim 92 
* ben ferſt 1 the. graceful move — 100 
— bat beauties dyes Flora diſcloſe — — 111 
_ ben rural lads and laſſes gay — — 116 
— eat virgin or ſhepherd in valley or grove 117 
ec has clo: 'd the trawlers cyes — 126 
ain e ape; iſer's farve in wea'th 127 
Ie c 6 nd ring Arabs are — 128 
_ ber With wiſhes joft and tender 129 
— ie whilllins winds are beard te blow 133 
1 il great Is 45 and ladies 137 
1. 4 you true enj-yment, come lift to my lay 140 
ben morn, "twwixt mountain ard the ſty 159 
ſail La- t on hamely fare we dine — 160 
ben lovers are tos daring grown — 162 
by is love jo paſt defining 168 


IN D E X. 
> 


Young Sandy once a wooing came — 
Young Donald is the blitheſt lad 
Yeung Will. of the green is the lad to my mind 
You may taik of a brogue, and of Ireland, ſweet naticr 


Ye true B ritiſh ſubjects — — — 
Ye Warwickfhire lads and ye laſſes — — 
Ye laſſes gay, in beauty's bloom — HEN 


You jay, my dear girl that I'm given to rove | 
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Price One Shilling. 


LOVy 


OVE 
So 1 
ell me v 
om a bo 
em this 
d keen 
ope agai 
veto f 


ief o'er\ 
Sorrow 
pid give 
Killing 
vm this 


my fair 
rrow of | 
ay then 
nce a fre 
am this 


U 


g 


THE 


BRITISH SONGSTER. 


— e 


A 


$8 O- N 0. 


L ov, THOY STRANGE CAPRICIOUS ROT, 


Sung hy Mr. Dignum. 


OVE, thou ſtrange capricious boy, 
Source of forrow ſource of joy, 
ell me why delight is flown, 
om a boſom all your own : 
m this heart which owns thy ſwayy 
1 keen ſorrow far away; 
ope again and joy replace, 
ye to nll thy dwelling place. 


ief o'erwhelms my conftant | reafty 
Sorrow fills the ſcat of love; 

pid give this boſom reſt, 

Killing doubts and fears remove; 
um this heart, &c. 


my fair one, by a ſmile, 

rrow of its ſting beguile 

ay then love fo froward be, 
nce a frown is death to me } 
am this heart, &c. | 


U 


1 


— jäAâůirp 
S O NG. 


THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAINs 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. | 
HREE lovers 1 boaft that are handſome . 4 


ſmart, : 

And each in his turn has laid fiege to my heart, | 
But when J give up to ſo bold a requeſt, | 
It muſt be to him that my fancy likes beſt ; 4 
Now one is a fop that dotes on himſelf, ö 
And t' other, tho' pleaſmg, is fond ef his pelf; 
But he that's moſt loving, courageous, and free, 
Is the young Iriſh Captain, the huſband for me. 
With bis rub a dub, row de dow, row de dow, ru! N 
dub, 1 

Row de dow, row de dow, row de dow, rub a dub 
Row de dow, row de dow, O the dear creature. 


My mother, now mind, intercedes for the fop, 
And my father for money at nothing will ſtop 5 
So one is for this and the other for that, A 
But neither the ſoldier will dare to look at: | 
And this is the reaſon, his fortune is (mall, 

Or indeed, to ſpeak plainer, he has none at all; 
Eut fo ſweetly he pleads, and ſo loving is he, 


DA! 


\ 


That the young iriſh Ciptain's the huſband for my * 
With his rub a dub, &c. Men the 
O the j 

When he whiſper'd, dear lad, t' other day in ry e zen higt 
Let us haite to the church and get married, my de | envy 1 
Oh! he look'd in my face, and he fo pr: ſd my ha! 2 
onten 


That 1 could not bis tender entreaues withſtand, Þ 


1 


5 16450 

or the bold ſon of Mars ſo well acted his part, 
nat he forc'd me, 1 own, to ſurrender my heart z 
So now where he marches I'm likely to be, 
for the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me. 
With his row de dow, &c. 


2 : —— 
e 4 | 
4 S. 0 N. 
„ AH! SEEK TO KNOW, 
4 A H! ſeek to know what place detain, 
N The object of my care; 
pet his breaſt unchang'd remains 
© And I his object ſhare ; 
ne. 


ell me if e'er he gently fighs, 

rug At mention of my name; 
e'er his tender paſſions riſe, 

cult YHis lips the truth proclaim. 


F — —— 
A DANCE ROUND THE MAYPCOLE:; 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


DANCE round the maypole my boſom delights 
When the merry notes of the minſtrel call, 

hen the ſeaſon is gay, and the ev'ning invites, 
O the joys, the delights, my fond boſom enthrall $ 
den high- burn maids look down with ſcorn, 
[ envy not your g Ady round, 
hile jewels bright your heads adorn, 

ontent within our hearts is found. 


B 2 SONG. 
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Sv N G. 
THE FAIR OF BRITAIN'S 1811. 


Sung by Mr. Taylor. 


ILL, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge, 
And baniſh care from ev'ry breaſt ; 
In briſk Champaigne we'll quick diſchargoun 
A toaſt ſhall give the wine a zeſt 
With rapturous love the ſoul delight, 


And make e'en miſery ſmile ö 


The nation's ornament moſt bright, 
The Fair of Britain's Ifle. 


The boaſted beauties they ſurpaſs 
Of France, of Italy, and Spain; 
Mere nobly rank'd in virtue's claſs, 
The world's applauſe they juſtly gain! 
Circaſha's dames no more ſhall boaſt 
Their once all conquring ſmile ; 
Thro' kingdoms this the future toaſt 
The Fair of Britain's Iſle, 


Then join with me, ye gen'rous youth, 
Whoſe breaſts with noble paſſion burn, 
Plead with fincerity and truth, 
Nor doubt you'll meet a juſt return: 
Do you deſerve, and they'll reward 
With faſcinating ſmile ; 
Then love and honor ever guard 


The Fair of Britain's Iſle. 


We'd we 
With 
o' N 
And 
ad ſee 
=o Y et \ 


Fir was 
Ned f 
ys he, 
For N 
t fort. 
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And 
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7. And 
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4 he Ta 
= And | 
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| KATE OF DOVER» 
| N Sung by Mr. Dignum 


ED FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhips 
Was tender hearted, bold and true 
B:'d work his way, or drink bis flip, 
With e'er a ſeaman in the crew: 
bo' Ned had fac'd his country's foe, 
And twice bad ſail'd the world all over, 
ad ſeen his meſſmates oft” laid low, | 
vet would he ſigh for Kate of Dover. 


ir was the morn, when on the ſhore, 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave 
ys he, my love, your grief give o'er, 
For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive; 
et fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 
To you I ne'er will prove a rover; 

I cares in gen'rous flip I'll d1own, 
And till be true to Kate of Dover. 


he tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 

To brave all dangers on the main, 

ben, lo! a ſail appear'd in view, 

And Ned, with many a tar, was ſlain 
bus death, who lays each hero low, 
& Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover: 
he Tars oft' tell the tale of woe, 
= And heave a figh for Kate of Dover. 
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| Yard \ 
| THE WANDERING LAMB; 
| yet 
| Sung by Mr. Incledon. - 51 — | 
| \ N anxious mother ſearch'd in vaing ' / ap 
| To find her infant darling lamb, af 
[ Which playful ſtray'd from off the plain, wy _ 
. So loſt its way, ſo loſt its dam: _ 
| The bleating mother's rending cries ** ) 
| Soon reach'd the paſſing trav'ller's ear, ad 
| Each bleating ſound was fill'd with fighs, pen 
j Affection dropt ſweet nature's tear. she f 
| Is whe 
| Hard cruel fate! moſt ſad to tell, = My 
1 The: fnow fell fait, the cold ſevere, len | 
| When, near a diſmal dreary dell, fror 
1 This hole wand'rer periſh'd there ! is lot 


There, on a bank of feather'd ſnow, "X Whe 
The hapleſs victim ſunk to reſt ; ty 

Death kindly gave a gentle blow, | 
And fill'd with care the mother's breaſt. 


S O N . 
FOR WE SHALL BOTH GROW OLDER; 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


HEY tell me I'm too young to wed, 
But ſure tis all a fancy, 


A ſmiling girl runs in my head, 
"Tis pretty little Nancy ; 


My 


1 


y mother ſays it muſt not be, 
| * Tho' this I've often told her 
bat Nancy is as young as me, 
And we thall both grow older. 


r eyes are blu?, with flaxen hairg 
Her ſmiſes juſt hit my fancy; 
o girl ſo mild, ſo ſoft, ſo fair, 
As pretty little Nancy: 
nen why not wed as well as love? 
And fo I've often told her; 
too young now, we ſhall improye, 
For we ſhall both grow older. 


"When year on year rolls o'er her head, 

be still will pleaſe my fancy, 

Is when to church I fondly led 

& My pretty little Nancy: 

eu let us wed, as love invites, 
For this I've often told her 

is love alone can give delight 

When we are both grown older. 


S O N G. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin, 


* TT OW gaily rolb'd the moments on, 
ll 1 When Sandy woo'd me ilka day, 
at a' that fleeting joy is gone, 
Since war hath preſs'd him far away: 
vain the ſhepherds pipe and ſing, 
The blooming maidens dance in vain, 
ill peaceful time ſhall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the happy train ; 
B 4 
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Tho® blithfome are the rural ſwains, 
Who grace the flowery banks of Tay, 

Yet none of them, with a' their pains, 
Seem half ſo bonny, blithe, and gay. 


When dreſs'd in plaid of Tartan bra' 

With garter deck'd beneath his knee, 
So ſmart a lad you never ſaw, 

And O how neat he look'd to me! 
Whene'er he drove his ſheep and kye, 

To fell them at the tryſte or fair, 
Kind Sandy never »..]'d to buy 

A roll of ribbons for my hair: 
But now his flocks of late ſo glad, 

His lambs that wont to ſkip and play, 
Methinks are unco' dull and fad, 

Since war hath forc'd him far away. 


Ye fair, decreed in ſtate to ſhine, 
Your wealth and pomp I value not, 
Be lairds your choice, young Sandy's mine, 
With him to ſhare a lowly cot ; 
My boſom no ambition knows, 
That veſtal maids may not impart, 
It from as pure a paſſion flows, 
Aswver warm'd a lover's heart ; 
Oft' muſing near yon verdant birk, 
I long to ſee the happy day, 
When he ſhall lead me to the kirk, 
Amd ne'er again gang far away. 


— — LO_—_— - 


1 


000 


THEY PRESS-GANG. | 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. | 


8 N Tay's ſweet banks the lint white ſings ſo 
cherily, 
Sweetly blooms the violet and the gowan in the ' 
groves, | 
he lambs on the meads they ſport and play fo mer- 
rily, 
And each ſhepherd here ate'en is fain to meet his 
love: 
"Twas here young Sandy firſt I knew, 
Tas here into his arms I flew; 
The youth was comely kind and true, 
Ah me, one luckleſs day: 
A preſs-gang forc'd my love to go, 
To fight againſt his country's foe, | 
And left me here quite ſunk in woe, 
For Sandy far away. 


Jon Tay's ſweet bank they tore my laddie from me, | 
= O ſair did I weep when Sandy cry'd adieu; 
In vain the ſhepherds try to heap their favors on me, 
In vain the laſſes ſeek ſweet flow'rs to buſk my 4 
Ie. bonny brow ; 4 
B 5 But | 
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But ſhould the youth return again, 
"T would eaſe my aching heart frae pain, 
Then pleas'd I'd liſten to his ſtrain, 

A the live lang day: 
My bleſſings aye attend my love, 
Make him your care ye powers above, 
For weel I ken he'll conſtant prove, 

| My Sandy far awa'. 


— 


1232 w— X — . —— Boy nou er 
as — —— 


———— 


wag. > 


. 


© LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOV. 


Sung by Maſter Wh. 


LISTEN, liſten, to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
Toe primroſe tweet bedecks the field, 
The tuneful birds invite to rove ; 2 
To ſofter joys let ſplendor yield, Put evil 
O liſten, liſten, to the voice of love. 2 c 


— —— w ͤ ——— — 


— — —— . —ẽ 


| For tho! 
| Where flow'rs their blooming ſweets exhale, > c 

My Daphne fondly let us ſtray, I matte 
| Where whis“ pring love breaths forth his tale, Jou ma 


And ſhepherds ſing their artleſs lay 
Otten, liſten, to the voice of love, 
' He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


— — 
rr 
_ 
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> 
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} a : : er boſ 

Come, fhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, Wer gar: 

1 And leave the town's tumultuous noiſe 3 Wangs 1 

The happy ſwains all cheerful fing, 8 l 
[ . SS 

i And echo ſtill repeats their joys ; Net, fea 


|| Then liſten, liſten,to the voice of love, nd if ſi 
Hle calls my Daphne to the grove. 8 
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6 
THE THRIFTY WIFE, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


AM a cheerful fellow, altho' a married man, 
And in this age ot folly, purſue a ſaving plan 
Tho' wives are thought expenſive, yet, who can live 
— alove? 

hen ſince they are dear creatures, *tis beſt to have 


} but one: 


My choice diſcovers clearly my prudence and my taſte, 
Noe a very little wife with a very little waſte, 

I larriage is a draught we take for better or for worſe, 
And wiſe is he who can prevent the drafts upon his 
1 purſe 

Put evils are much leſſen'd, when wives are well in- 
f clin'd, 

or though they come acroſs us, they ſhape them to 
s our mind: 

F matters are well manag'd no need to be H rait lac'd, 
Jou may with little danger increaſe the little waſte 


2. 

% ho' ſpouſy*s ſo diſcreet fill each paſſion ſhe'll diſe 
. 2155» 

6 


er boſom, heaven bleſs her, is as open as the day! 
Wer garment : may 1 venture a new ſimilie to beg) 
Wings looſely from her ſhoulder, like a gown upon a 
44 Pegs 

Wet, fearful of expences, ſhe ſhortens it tho? ſmall, 
dit ſhe goes on ſhort*ning there'll be go waſte at 
all, 


B 6 SONG. 
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S O N G 


IN DEFENCE OF HER SEX. 


But 1 t: 
S You 
And wh 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 


N defence of her ſex ſure a woman may ſpeak, | 
Pray what is it now that you men would be at!“ 

Do you think that we mind each occaſion you feek | 
To laugh at our dreſs, little waiſts, and all that: 
Do you think, &c. F 
No, don't, Sirs, believe it, ſuch nonſenſe muſt fall 7 
Convinc'd, when we look but one moment about - 
us, 1 

That whether we're waiſt, or no waiſt at all, 


O 


Vou can't for the life of you men do without us. Br; wy 
That whether, &c. 4 Yet f 
"I dange 
»Tis Glly to ſport with our fancies and dreſs, ers 
As we can ſubdue whenever we pleaſe ; rr it be 
For, ſince we've the power, you all muſt confeſs, 8 Stll e 
To make you afk pardon for that on your knees: 
Then, prithee, dear Sirs, leave our ſhort waiſts alone hy, w 
*Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it, don | A fig} 
doubt us; 1 ſqu 
So give o'er your jeſting, and candidly own, | The c 
You can't for the life of you mea * without ug, ey ſar 
And whether, &c, = While 
Ind thu: 
SUN tl 


Thi 
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hat women have tongues I believe you well know, 
gut pray do not force us to put them in uſe; 
or fare if you give them but freedom to go, 

You'll find it a hars thing to ſtop their abuſe : 
efides, look at | ome, on the dreſs of yourſelves, 


us: 
ut T te!] you again, O ye conſident elves, 

2 You can't for the life of you men do without us. 
And whether, & c. N 


———— 
S O N G, 


THE ELIND SAILOR 


OME, never ſeem to mind it, 
A Nor count your fate a eurſe, 
However hard you find it, 

vet ſomebody is worſe : 
danger ſome muſt come off ſhort, 
Vet why ſhould we deſpair, 

For if bold tars are fortune's ſport, 
2 $cill are they fortune's care. 


* 


one hy, when our veſſel blew up, 
on A fighting that there Don, 
Wike ſquibs and cracke s blew up 
The crew, each mother's ſin 
t uf hey funk—fſome rigging ſtopt me ſhort, 
While twiiling in the air: 
Ing thus if tars are fortune's ſport, 
Thy SUR they are fortune's care, . 


CY With yo ir Spencers and Pantaloons flocking about 
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— a 


; 

} 

| 
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x 
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ll! 


(. 4. } 


Young Peg, of Portſmouth Common; 
Had like to have been my wife; 
Long-ſide of ſuch a woman, 
I'd led a pretty life: 
A landſman, one ſem Davenport, 
She convoy d to Horn-Fair : 
And thus, tho' tars are fortune's ſport, 
They ſtill are fortune's care. 


A ſplinter knock'd my noſe off, 
My howſprit's gone !' I cries; 
Yet well it kept their blows off, 
Thank God 'twas not my eyes: 
Chance if again their fan's that ſort, 
Let's hope I've had my ſhare : 
Thus, if bold tars are fortune's ſport, 
They Mill are tortune's care. 


Scarce with theſe words I'd outed, 
Glad for my eyes and limbs, 

When a cartridge burſt and doubted 
Both my poor precious glims : 


« Well then they're gone, cry'd I, in ſhorty 


Vet fate my life did ſpare :* 
And thus tho? tars are fortune's ſport, 
They till are fortune's care. 


I'm blind and I'm a cripple, 
Yet chearful I would ſing, 
Were my diſaſters tripple, 
*Cauſe why ? —"twas for my King: 
Beſides, each chriſtian I exhort, 
Fleas'd will ſome pittance ſpare ; 
And thus, tho? tars are fortunc's ſporty 
They ſtill ate fortune's cares 


1 
—— jnu-—ͤ— — 
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90 DEARLY I LOVE JOHNNY ©s | 


Sung * Mrs. Franklin, | 


a 


OUNG Sandy once a wooing came, 
And fondly try'd to gain my hearty 

e ſigh'd whene'er he own'd his flame, 
But ſoon I gueſs'd his wily art: 
Fo" ilka lad, in tartan plaid, 

8 Stould ca' me blithe and bonny O, 
they try in vain, my heart t) gain, 
50 dearly I love Johnny O. 


ho* Johnny canna' boaſt of wealth, 

Contentment crowns his lowly ſtate, 

Ts roſy cheeks denote ſweet health, 
And geo lneſs makes the laddie great 3 

Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen, 

A youth ſo blith and bonny O, 

flatt'ring tale can a' prevail, 


o dearly I love Johnny O. 


e other morn upon the bent, 

met my lad ſo briſk and gay, 

vow'd unleis Fd give conſent, 

Wile d o'er the hills and far awa' 

home we ſtray'd, his pipes be play's, 
nd ſang ſo ſweet and bonny O, 
Mace a vow to buckle too, 


o cearly 1 love Johnny O. 
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AHN! WELL-A-DAY, POOR ANNA, 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


And William was the ſhepherd's name; 
n him was center'd all her joy, 
For her he glow'd with equal flame: 
His cruel father knew he lov'd, 
And forc'd him o'er the ſeas away 
Alone and ſad poor Anna rov'd, 
And thus ſung out—ah! well-a-day : hs 
Ah! well-a-day, well- a-day, weil-a-day, ah! well. 
day 7 
Sigh, fond heart, ſigh fond heart, ſigh fond heart, if 
do not break, 
Deep in love, deep in love, deep in love, but dare 
ſpeak, 


Fan Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy, 
h 


A wealthy neighbour woo'd the maid, 

His gold the ſordid mother won, 
The gentle Anna thus betray'd, 

Was forc'd to church and was undone ; 
Returning back ſhe met her love, 

Ahl William dear, the fondly cry'd, 
May you a happier fortune prove—" 

She preſs'd his hand, ſhe figh'd, and dy'd. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 
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PONALD OF DUNDEE. 


Sung by Miſs Milne. 


That e'er made love to me, 
dene'er he's by my heart is glad, 
Ne ſeems ſo gay and free 

Wen on his pipe he plays ſo ſweet, 
in his plaid he looks ſo neat, 

WE heers my ſoul at eve to meet, 
Woung Donald of Dundee, 


ene'er I gang to yonder grove, 
oung Sandy follows me, 
| fain he wants to be my love, 
Put, ah! it canna be: 

d mother frets both ſoon and late, 
me to wed this youth I hate, 


ut Donald of Dundee, 


en laſt we rang'd the banks of Tay, 
he ring he ſhew'd to me, 

| bade me name the bridal day, 

hen happy would it be: 

n the youth will aye prove kinl1, 
moir my mother will I mind, 
John to me ſhall quickly bind, 


SON oung Donald of Dundee. 


OUNG Donald is the blitheſt lad, 


re's none need hope to gain young Kate, 


„ 


S O N 6. 


JACK AT THE WINDL ASS» 


OME all hands a-hoy to the anchor, 
From friends and relations to go 
Poll blubbers and cries—=devil thank her, 
She'll ſoon take another in tow : 
'This breeze like the old one may kick us, 
About on the boiſterous main; 
And one day, if death does not trick us, 
Perhaps we may come back again ; 


CHORUS, 


With a will-ho, then pull away, jolly boys, 
At the mercy of fortune we go, 

Were in for it, then what folly boys, 
For to be down»hearted yo-ho, 


Our boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More eſpecially when he gets drunk, 
The bobſtays ſupplies him with ſwigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk : 
The ſtudding-ſail ſerves for his hammoc, 


With the clue-lines he bought him his call, 


While enſigns and jacks in a mammoc, 
He ſold to buy trinkets for Poll, 
With a will-ho, &c. 
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the purſer this here is the maxim, 
ESlops, grog, and proviſions he ſacks, 
"Wow he'd look, if you was but to aſk him, 
Wich the Captain's clerk who *tis goes ſnacks $ 
© he'd find it another gueſs ſtory, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
This Majeſty's honor and glory, 
Was only juſt told about that. 
With a will, Kc. 


e chaplain's both holy and godly, 

And ſets up for heaven a-gog, 

Et to my mind he looks rather oily, | 
When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog: 

When he took on his knee Betſey Bowler, ö 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 'j 
ei, which is the way to heaven now, Sir?“ 

«Why you dog, cry'd the chaplain, her arms * 

ith a will- ho, &c. 


he gunne:'s the devil of a lubber, 
WT he carfindo can't fiſh a maſt; 
e ſurgeon's a lazy land-lubber, | 
e maſter can't ſteer if he's aft; | f 
We: lieutznants conceit ail are wrapt in, ; 
he mates hardly merit their flip, {4 
ris there a ſwab, but the captain, 1 
WK nows the ſtem from the ſtern of the ſhip. | 
th a will-ho, & c. 


w *fore and aft having abus'd them, | 

Juſt but for my fancy and gig, 

uld I find any one that ill us'd them, 

m me but 1'd tickle his wig: Jack 
. ac 


—— — rn ne nr 
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ck never was- known for a railer, 

"Twas fun ev'ry word that I ſpoke, 
And the ſign of a true-hearted ſailor, 

is to give and to take a good joke. 
With a will-bo, &c. 


7 And 
or wh 


| With 
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LUZIN OF THE HILL. 


Sung by Min Milne, 


HERE Loweſtoff waves its yellow corn, 2 
Young Lubin does re ſide, il do u 
Ot lowly ftate and humble born, wit 
De void of fame or pride: de bed 
The ſhepherds boſom free from guile, my ur 
Knows nought of art or ill, 
Yet who can love and ſweetly ſmile, y neig 
Like Lubin of the Hill. the i 
Tho" riches ſcorn to deck his cot, 7 
Content around him dwells; ay hea 


And tho' but few the ſheep he's got, 
His fleece all flocks excells : 

Rear'd by his care, they friſ and play, 
And rove about at will, 

Like when I gave my heart away 
To Lubin of the Hill. 


But Hymen ſoon ſhall join our hands 
Young Lubin has confeſs'd, 

And fure when love cement the bands, 
We muſt-be truly bleit 1 


1 

y hand and heart has long been thiney 
And ſhall, my ſhepherd, till, 

r who that's marry'd can tepine, 
With Lubin of the Hill. 
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N. 
THE TRUE HONEST HEART. 


Sung by Mr. Taylor. 


r — — * 
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FN this chaos of new-fangled modes that we live, 
My ſentiments boldly and bravely 1'll give, 
do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 

5 [| wiſh unto others their conduct ſhould be: 

he beſt of all maxims I think, for my parr, 

my grandmother's mode—a true honeit heart. 


y neighbour 1 love as myſelf, I proteſt, 

the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in my breaſt 3 
rev'rence the laws, and our ſov'reign reſpect, 

e ne er aims to ſubvert what he's bound to protect: 
ay heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 

vr I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart. 


ow fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 

t your brows be uncover'd, ſtand firm on your feet, 
ake your glaſſes in hand, place them right to your 
lip, | 

x pain of a bumper, let none dare to fip, 

y ſentiments known then, you all may depart, 

ay diſtreſs never find out the true honeſt heart. 


SONG. 
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WE SHALL BE MARRIED TO-MORROW. 


Sung by Mrs. Maunta in. 


OUNG Will. of the green is the lad to my mia 


For tho” he is apt to be teazing, 
Not a ſwain in the village, tho* gentie and kind, 
Talks of love in a manner fo pleaſing : 
Laſt night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dee, 
To be ſure my fond lover muſt foliow— 
He forc'd a fend kiſs, and a promiſe from me, 
That we ſhould be married to-morrow. 


T fir: would have anſwer'd, indeed its too ſoon, 
But the lad was ſo fond and endearing, 

could not refuſe him ſo imple a boon, 
When all that he crav d was a hearing : 

My hand he ſo preſs'd, that 1 could not ſay ne, 
Or give the fond youth any ſorrow, 

I heard him with patience determine it ſoy 
And we ſhall be married to-morrow. 


In the morning the bells will merrily ring, 
My heart with the thought is delighted; 
Nor er wili I envy a queen or a king, 
When I and my ſove are united: 
Our lives ſhall be ſpent without murmur or !!l, 
Nor e'er know of trouble or ſorrow, 
And then he ſhall kiſs me as oft as he will, 
For we ſhall be married to-morrow. 
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4 THE SEA-WORN TAN. 
| Sung by Mr. Darley. 
\ 


HE ſea-worn tar, who, in the wary 
. No danger e'er could move, 
Ie to his gun, all hazards run, 
N et thought upon his love: 
t, home again, forgets his pain, 
And ſeeks his faithful laſs ; 
rk'd in her arms enjoys her charms, 
3 fills the ſparkling glaſs. 


e ſhip ſafe moor'd, with gold well ſtor'd 
All dangers now are o'er; 
W timbers tight, his rigging light, 
He ſcuds along the ſhore, 
Fleck the place where ev'ry grace 
Adorns his charming lals ; 
En in her arms enjoys her charms 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs. 
; 
rar renown'd, with honor crown'd, 
77 laughs and fings away : 
fore and aft, above, abaft, 
De talks from night to day: 
ed-hot balls and batter'd walls, 
Vo entertain his laſs, | 
'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
Inde fills the ſparkling glais. 

- 


| 
| 
| 
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N. 
Tu IN SAY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAN YOU LoOvYp 


Sung by Mr. Darley. 


EAR Nancy I've ſail'd the world all arsun; 
And ſeven long years been a rover, 7 * 
10 make for my charmer each ſhilling a pound, 


But now my hard perils are over : 5 nd! if 
I've ſav'd from my toils many hundreds in ge * 
The comforts oMlife to beget, R 
Have borne in each clime the heat and the coll, Had as 1 
And all for my pretty Brunette : Un be ae 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 2 : 
Tho? others may boaſt of more riches than mine lt kr. 
And rate my attractions e'en fewer, de fur, 
At their jeers and ill- nature I'll {corn to repine, W p 
Dan they boaſt of a heart that is truer? 62 el 
Or will they for thee plough the hazardous alt 
Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet ? ay t 
It not, why I'll do it again and agair, A it 
And all for my pretty Brunette: an cr bs 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me? Fit © 
When order's afar in purſuit of the foe, 8 
I ſigh'd at the bodings of fancy, 
Which fain would perſuade me I might be lad there” 
And, ah! never more ſee my Nancy: Wir c2 
But hope, like an angel, ſoon baniſh'd the thou r 
And bade me ſuch nonſenſe forget: J all tt 
I took the advice and undauntedly fought, be ael 


And all for my pretty Brunette : 
Then lay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. ; 
0 


5 
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N. 


A DROP OF A DRAM. 


Sung in Tippo Saib. 


AEARCH all the world over, thro? all times and 
ages, 
? nd if you read hiſt'ry aright, 
gigen find that great men from the Kings to their 
pages, 
colei ad as leave go to drink as to fight ! 
be aeſy, dear creatures, ha done with complaine 
ing, 
pur trouble is all but a flam, 
De ſure there's no ſport like the toils of cam- 


paigning, 
| When cheer'd by the drop of a dram. 


ay the por Turk ſwallows oceans in private, 
d faith 1 belier in that ſame; 


1 as drain'd his whole king gdom ſo wonderful drs 
> icke capital's all in a flame, 
be acly, &c. 
i ; 
143 1 there's the great Empreſs ye call ruſty fuſty, 
nrc2 of a queen to be ſure, 
chou we know the old devil gets wond'cous boſky, 


J all thro? a thick after p Wr. 
be aely, &c. 


2 There's 


( 26 ) 
There's another great Emperor call'd King of Ces 


many, 

Faith and he's none of the leaſt, 

He hob - nobs with his friends, and to keep peace 2 
harmony, 

Drinks with his ſword in his fiſt. 
Then be aeſy, &c. 
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O'WHACK's JOURNEY TO PARIS, 3 

Sung in Notoriety eben 

5 WR good 


OU may tall of a brogue, and of Ireland, (1 
nation, 
And of bulls, and of howls, and palaver, comme 
But, men dleu, its no more to the french boatrati: 
Thaa vin de Bourdeaux to the ſweet U iquebaug! 
If I go back again, blood and ouns how I'II wr.z: 
And c gee, and caper, and make the folks ſtan 
And inſtead of potatoes how Shelagh will gizgie, 
When lT cries Ma'amſelle hand me that {weet F. 
mede terre: 
With their zetic chanſon, caira, caira, 
Mulorook, merimington, and their dans votre. 
By the pow'rs th-y're all nonfeni: and bodder ay 
To our didde:vo bubberoo whack lango lee. 
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Oh mon jolly tight Shelag!:, ah! how could If: its 


ler, 

When I lov'd ber to dearlv, ma foi knbbabos; 
An! go round the worid aye fiom corner to con 
For ſoup maigre, la dance, and fur frogs, and 


never f 
e'd tac: 
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then to forſake magnꝭ fique Tipperaro, 

or pauvre Verſailles and its capcring throng 3 
eat fricaſees only fit tor a fairy, 

nſtead of ſubſtantial roaſt beef de mutton, 

h their petit, &c. 


2 all 
w Gt 


I kifs'd a Griſette, who halloo'd out ma fi done, 
ic yet I conſol'd her all night and all day; 
Ide ſure and I was not her ſwWeet Iriſh cup idon, 
ler petit mignon, and mi lord Anglois: 
when the found out ſans ix ſous was poor Waack 
Sir, 
was alle z miſerable dials John Bull, 
e'en gave this blarneying {i onchified cat, Sir, 
* a good wheleiome {Niiliay. I complete {omach 
3 full. 
W: their petit, &c. 
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BRAVE AAL. 


ERE, full of ſcars, lies brave Hal Brazen, 
For whom tae corps has griev d; 
ne'er nora centry, for this reaſon, 
y deata he's now reiiev'd: 
feet fix inches he Was c counted, 


- Ind rav with all, *tis ſa id: 
guard by him's no ſonger mounted, 
e reſts in honor's bed. 
d Il 
never F. 01 Ni > CO p deſerted, 
abo. e'd face a ball or word; 
C9! regiment he oft? diverted, 


nd Poll, his WIe ador'd 


C2 
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How oft* did he againſt the foe march, 
Purſuing all that fled 

Farewell Lis quick ſtep and his flow march, 
He haits in honor's bed. 


Vet Hal above ſhall be promoted, 
When bis Commander great, 
T' advance the brave, the good, the no oted, 
Will give his orders ſtrait: 
To handle arms when word is Siven, 
And trumpets call the dead, 
Hal, to be billeted in hear en, 
Shall wake from honor's bed. 


— , —ͤ—ͤ— — 
. 
PAESEDY BULL'S FX>PEDITIONs 


Sung by Mr. Collins. 


HEN I touk my departure from Dublin, ſwe 


ri TO 


* 


Ani for En nyiand's own ſelf through the ſeas 1 c 


pl. 2h, 


For four hg g days I v2 toſs'd up and d: n, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a co 
While afraid of th- deck in the ocean to flip, Sir, 


I clung like a cat a fuſt hold to keep, Sir, 


Round about che big poſt that grows wat of the f 


Sir, 
Q I never more thought to fa, 


oy 
— 
S 
0 
O 
— — 
6 
"2 


With a 
And wh 


"Tis 1 


nen I 
That 

2 NO; 
As at 
4 ut, as | 
S ysT, V 
an Li 


Hen, m 

Goes a 
Ty We! 
But ti; 


= 


„„ 


Thus ſtanding ſtock ſtill all the time 1 w as moving 
Till Iceland's coaſt I faw clean out 07 6 ; 
Myſelf the next day a true Iriſhman proving, 
When leaving the thip on the ſh:re for to g's 
As the board chey put Out was too narrow to quatt, 
The firſt ſtep I took I was in fuch a totter, 
That Ijump'd upon land to my neck up in water, 
O this was no time to ſing lango lee 
| 
Pat as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 
And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and growl, 
thought the beſt w iy to get 27 h | in good humour, 
| Was to take out the wrinkeles of boch, by my ſoul: 
. [ went up to a houſe where they roaſt meat pro- 
: vide, Sir, 
With a whiligig which up Fhe chimney I (py 'd, Sir, 
And which grinds all the ſmoke into powder beſide, 


"5 
*Tis true as I'm now finging lango lee, 


| nen I went to tne lat! 10 d of al! the tage coac! Q's + 


7 . . — 6 
That ſet fail for London ech niht in the wee, 
hom I obnoxioufle made my approaches, 14 


A 


As a birth aboard one leis com fur to ſeek 
4 But, 45 for the 116 485 1 s C N 11 L1Y calgety 
|; » . 4 \ ” 1 — 1 % 6 - 1+ ) 
8 ysT, with your e ves L mare b 14 to dt ity i 
! A A. . : - ag 1 5 " 
nen tne COACT 1s 203% on pray Wwaat tc 30s che : 
, Lu Mas 3 . 
Daerr 
F can rid | 
r there 1 can ride and fins re, 


nen, mating ls month up x00 e {ays he, Sir, f 


— 


Goes after © COACH 2 full "ho or two: 
xy well, Sir, favs I, that's the uin ing then for me, 
But the: devil a word that hs til me was true ! 1 


C3 For 


BY: 
For though one went before and the other behind, 9% Sweet 


They ſat off cheek by jole at the very ſame time, 8 Butt 
So the ſame day at night I ſat off by moonſhine, S MIIx- 


All alone by myſelf ſinging lango lee. And 
To par 

O long life to the moon for a brave noble creature, . My 
That ſerves us with lamp-light each night in Bears t 
dark, As t. 

While the ſun only ſhines in the day, which by n Rn 
OD = Sell. 

Wants no light at all, as you all may remar!: : Reap tl 


But as for the moon, by my ſoul Il be bsund, At, 


, But r 
It would fave the whole nation a great many peu turn! 
Sir, With 
To ſubſcribe for to light him up all the year ru: Gage , 
Sir, To 01 
Or I'll never ſing more about lango lee. 
——— ——__—_ 
SQ N86. 
THE MARKET LA45S9%. | 
Sung by Mrs. Reeve. _ 
HO my dad 1 muſt own is but poor, 3 
His cot can each comfort ſupply; . Jon: 
The vine tendril curls round the door, "ol ik 
And the ſtreamlet meanders anigh: | t 
Health reigns and rewards daily toll, j he gay! 
J riſe at the lark's early ſong, ge haug 
And meeting my ſwain at the ftile, he Dutc 
To market I trip it along, ie Ruſh 
ey all r 


St they | 


993 709 
VU wil 


Swe 


TS 


EE weet ſcented as bloſſoms in May, 
Butter- prints my neat baſket o'erſpread 
Milk-white chickens, cream-cheeſe, I diſplay, 
And I'll vouch ev'ry egg is new-laid : 
To partake in my health-earning toil, 
My ſwain holds it ne'er can be wrong; 
ers the weight of my load with a ſmile, 
As to market we trip it along. 


WArriv'd, ſoon I purchaſers view, 


Sell my ſtock very oft” in a trice, 
Reap the produce to induſtry duc, 

But ne'er charge al ove market price: 
R: turning, the way we beguilz, 

With a tale, or a joke, or a ſong, 
Inatch a warm parting kits at the ſtile, 

To our cot then I trip it along. 


SQ N. G.* 
THE IRISHMAN. 
Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


HE turban'd Turk, who ſcorns the world, 
N May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curl'd, 
eep a hundred wives under lock and key, 
br nobody elſe but himſelf to ſee, 
et, long may he pray with his alcoran, 
fore he can love like aa Iriſhman. 


e gay Monſieur, a ſlave no more, 

e haughty Don, the ſoft Signor, 

he Dutch Mynheer, ſo full of pride, 
te Ruſhan, Pruſſian, Swede beſide 
ty all may do whate'er they can, 

t they ne'er can love like an Iriſhman. 


C 4 The 


1 
The Loncon folks themſelves beguile, 


And think they pleaſe in a capital ſtyle, But er 
Yet, let them aſk, as they crois the ſtreet, Yon te! 
Of any young damlicl they chance to meet, orm 
| And I know the'l! ſay from behind her tan, Will pl 
; There's none can love like an Iriſhman. 
— FR 


S O0 N 6.4 


ON EV RT TREE. 


' 
[© Sung by Sig. Pacchierotti. 
: 

N ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, B 5 
| I trace the jovial ſpring in vain | 
A fickly langour veils mine eyes, h. ve d 
| And faſt my waning vigour flies: Mita 
; Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, Machu 
| That ſmiles on others, ſmiles on me; . 
t Mine eye, trom death ſhalt court repoſe, Follow, | 
F Nor id a teur befors they cloſe. Let u 
| What bliſ t> me ci ſeaſons bring, The by 


Or what tie necdici:. pride 05.107: 
# 5\: 1 0 * y 'Y * 3 * 1388 3 = 
2 : : 


Beta 183 1 * 3 ure S 


Toth 
Vr artf. 
E'er c. 
Ve fr c 
Z bump! 
ollow, 1 
8 While 


238 on Lo 


Tis tru2s my vine, fo ir 1 and fir 
F: - 1 14 "LY" , 4 * » 
Might cum awhile my v onted care, 
4 1 4 8 o ap : 6 - ' 
My rural ftore ſome picture v1 


So white a flock, 1» grein 2 fille 


My friends that each in kinineis vie Wy the: 
Why f 


nce we 


Bump: 


it well expect one parcing ii; 
R +. x * 2 + 
Malt well demand one ft. ner tears 
For when was Damon jnfinccre ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


1 


ut ere I aſk once more to view 
Via fett ng ſun his race renew, 
boom me, ſwains, my friends declare, 

Wal pi:y:ing Delia join the pray'r. 


S VN. Gs 


BANISH SORROW, GRIEF'S A FOLLYs 


Sung in the Cruſade. 


ANISH ſorrow, gricf's a folly, 
B I u ght unbend ILY wiinkled Fro V3 
ce duil cue and melancholy, 
Fo. and joy invite us now : 
Bicchus empties all his treaſures, 
Comus brings us wit and ſong, 
Follow, follow, follow pleature, 
Let us join the jovial thong. 


The 1ve-ſick ſwain who ſighs and ſimpers, 
other bottle would ſet free; 
r artful ſmiles nor am'rous whimpers, 
E'er could fetter you or me: 
Ve fer courtſhip have no leiſure, 
| bumpers yield us better joy, 
How, follow, follow pleature, 
Waile thus mirth our time employ, 


Phy then ſhould dull care perplex us, 
Why ſhould we not jovial be, 
nce we're here we've nought to vex us, 
Bumpers ſet from care all free: 

C's 


—— — —LHb m — 
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Then let's have bumpers without meaſure, 
Let's be gay while time we have; 
Follow, follow, follow plcature, 
There's no drinking in the grave, 


THE MIDNIGHT MOON, 
ſ Sung by Madame Mara. 


l HE midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles, 
| O'er nature's ſoft repole ; 

| No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſkies, 

| Nor ruffling tempeſt blows: 

| Now ev'ry paſſion finks to r: | 

The throbbing heart lies it.11, 

| And varying ſcenes of life no more 

1 Diſtract the labouring will, 
J 

| 


Z In filence huſh'd to reaſon's voice, 
| Attends each mental pow'r, 
Come, dear Emilia, ard enioy; 

F Reflection's fav'rite hour. 


Come while this peaceful ſcene invites, 

5 Let's ſea:ch this ample round, 

| Wrirre ſhall the lovely fleeting form, 

| Of bappinzſs be found: 

Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 

; Of gay aſſemblies dwel! ; 

Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom, 
That ſhades the hermit'a ceil. 


31 

How oft* the laughing brow of joy, 

A ſick'ning heart conccais ; 

And through the cloiſter's deep receſs, 
Invading ſorrow ſteals : 

In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace; 

It dwells not in the falthleſs ſmile, 
That brightens Chioe's face. 


„ 


THE BRUSH. 
Sung by M.. Collins. 


HILE warbling Italians decoy the gay throng, 
With their lullaby ſounds, without ſenſe for 
a plea, 
And charm Britiſh ears with ovtland!ſh ſong, 
Combin'd with the magic of twedeldum dee: 
End the dear diletantr, in taſte n-ver ſcanty, 
On foreigners laviſh their fav:rs io ijiuſh ; 
Let a nat vd to night, your good humour excite, 
An] the canker of care ſweep away with his bruſh. 


I24 while hancling te bruſh, like an artiſt, for bread, 
Let me cut my pour lo:f wirhout ſtooping to flatter 
no ſordid tints on my canvas are fpread, 

And alike I diſdain to b-daub cr beſpatter: 

et deform |ty's tribe if we fairly deſcribe, 
Propurtion and grace can have no caule to bluſh, 
aa the tons of true merit, no grudge can inherit, 

To ſee rank impoiture expos'd to the bruſh. 


C6 The 


: 


| 
| 


* 
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18 
The vo'tries of Theſpis, whoſe ſenſes are thrall'd, 
By Melpomene's woes, or the joys of Thalia, M 
Who by ſtart, ſtrut, and Rare, are amaz d, or apval'; Then 
And look up to the ſtage as the Lactea Via: Fo 


Though eager to ſtray in that ſweet milky way, 
Their panting impatience may end in a bluch, 
If their eyes are but cle ar to ſee how things app-or, 

In their true native light by the help of a brunn. 


K atterfelto you know puff'd away with big ſounds, 
About wonderful wonders for folks to review, 

And Aitley and Hughs with their merry go-roug! 
Hath ſhewun us what children o'cock horſe cn 

Doctor Graham likewiſe took the town by fur * 
When he ſhamefully put men and maids to :: 


bluſh, Lie 16 

But let proſtitute ſlaves ente: tain fools and knavez, The 

And decency till be the pride of the bruſh, ogs, 

Flee 

. 2 2 \rife 

We well know that taſte is deſpotie in ſway, Thi, 

And that news-paper guides rule the minds of t. v 

mill on; H 

Yet if I keep my ſeat, 'tis no matter what way, v 

Let them take the ſaddle and l' mount the pill's: H 

For but vanly we ſtrive whea the devil will drive, Nui | 

And, needs mult, is the maxim our miurnyirs! This 
huſh ; 

Yet I hope the cleft hoof will for once keep 3! i, be oo 

And no ill natur'd devil run down my peer bah The 

The au 

You have all read the ſtory of poor little ſweer, The 

How one day he was found udo t dead in ti be up! 

Knowing no hone mean bo from ſtarving to O'er 

His bruſh he had loit and his living alto: N r 

| is 
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Low put me me in his place, and the very ſame caſe 
Mult be mine, if my labors the critic ſhould cruſh ; 

Then for charity ſpare, left his fate I ſhould ſhare, 
For, like poor little ſweep, I've no bread but my 


6 bruſh, 

: —— — 
n 
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125 OLD TOWLER., 


and Sung by Mr. Incledon. 
fiſc wp chanticlezr proclaims the dawn, 


And ſpangles deck the thorn 

tne lowing herds now quit the lawn, 

The lark ſprings from corn: 
Yogs, huntſmer, round the window throng, 

Fleet Towler leads the cry, 
\rife, he burt en of their ſong, | 
| This day a ſtag muſt die: | 
or © With a hey ho cluvey, 
Hark forward tant:vy 
With a hey ho chivey, 
Penn Hark forward tantivy ; 
wer Uiſe, the burthen of their ſong, 
PRevy This day a tag muſt die. 


„e cordial takes its merry round, 1 
| The laugh and joke prevail; | 
The auntiman blows a jovial ſound, 

The dogs ſnuff up the gale; 
ſhe upland winds they ſw-ep along, 

O'er fields through brakes they fly, 
The game is rous'd, too true the ſong, 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 

With a hey ho chivey, &c. 


— —— — ů — — — 


18) 


Poor ſtag the dogs thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down thy face; 


15 ( 
The huntſman's pleaſure is ne more, 1 
His joys were in the chaſe: mile 
Alike the ſportſmen of the town, row 
The virgin game in view, ook t 
Are full content to run them down, Our 4; 
Then they in turn purſue. f 
With a hey ho chivey, &c. t 
— — nov 

Or in 

3 be mili 

Ur qu 

THE GODDESS OF THE SILVER STREAM, WP tis 
Iho' n 

Sung by Mr. Gray. 7 xg 

dweet ; 


EAR where old Thames in ample tide, 
So pleaſantly is flowing, 

While wherries c*rr its boſom glide, 

And breezes ſoft are blowing; 
A lafs reſides of bea ty rare, 

The mules fav'rite theme, 
For ſhe ces each fa'vrite fair, 

Sweet goddeſs of the fiver ſtreams 


A boat I, by lucky chance, 
One moin 1 row'd her over, 
So, gazing, Role 4 hde-Jong glance, 
And g 2 d mytelf her lover: 
My u featner's vir forget its play, 
So iweet ner eyes dia eam, 
My boat its burthe: „ h'd to ſtay, 
Sweet goddeſs of the ſilver ſtream. 


(9-3 


Ie ſoon gave language to our eyes, 
Like doves we ſoon we're billing; 
mile the pleaſing phraſe ſupplies, 
To wed, dear lad, ['m willing! 
20k the hint, to church we ſped, 
Nu” joys were not a dream, 

t bluſh her cheeks o'erſpread, 
cvoddels of the filver ſtream. 


T io 
tr 


now as blithe as blithe can be, 
Or in our cot fo cheary, 
ge ſmiling fits upon my knee, 

Or queens it in our wherry ; 

t is ſure ſo bleſt as mine, 

Tho' mortal man I eem, 

re bids me taſte abliis divine, 
Sweet goddels of the filver ſtream. 


7. 


v— — — 
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THE CHATE OF THE HARE. 


HE morning Aurora peep'd over the hills, 
And the froſt had deſerted the meadows and rills, 
tie heart-cheering hcrn did enliven the hound, 
with noſtrils extended ſnuff d over the ground: 
mounted our horſes devoid of all care, 

a0 pleature can equal the chace of the hare. 


the chace we have been unattended by fear, 
riendſhip was preſent when danger was near, 
joy and delight the fleet hare we purſue, 

t muſic can equal the hounds iu a view? 

1 ſhouts and reioicings then rended the air, 

ithe cry of the hounds at the death of the hare, 


es nn oro — 


Lo; 


—— 
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„ 


Then the mern it 1s paſt, in the cv'ning we join, 


. i . . . 5 
In mirth and good fellowſhip, freedom, and wine, A 
No diſputes ac our mecting thall ever appear, Af | 
No ſcoundrel partake of our temperate c er; 0 
Our hearts fill'd with joy, we mec hug, Then 
Succels to our Country, and health to our Ning: Fo; 
Then 

= OC —k— Th 


. 
TRE COTTAGER'S DAUGHTER, 


Sung at Vaxha!l, 


H! tell me, ye ſwains, have you feen my Pasten \W 


O ſay have you met the ſwe2t nymph on your el a: 
* 5 


A 


way * And 
Tranſcendent as Venus, and blithe as Aurora zut rip 
From Nevtune's bed riſing to hail the new Cay: Aga 
Forior: do | wander and long time have lought her, nd bi 
The faireſt, the rareſt for ever my theme: Rebe 
A goddeſs in form though a cottager's daughter, i 
That dwells on the borders of Als s ning ſtream T! 
. 5 ; 2 L. 
Tho' lordl'ngs ſo gay, and young *ſquires have foug} 
r, 
To link her fair hand in the conjugal chain; | forty 
Devo'd of ambition the cottager's daughter, Pony 
Convinc d them their oft rs and flat rv were viert the, 
When firit 1 beheld her I tondly beſought ber, 9 bg 
My heart d'd h-r homage, and love was my theme eke u 
She vow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottager*- daught hl 07 B: 
Thot Jiveils on the borders of Aln's winding (tran by | 
Were 
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Then why thus alone does ſhe leave me to languiſh? 
"a{tora to ſplendor could ne'er yield her hand 

At, no, ſhe returns to remove my fond anguiſh, 
O'er her heart love and truth retain the command: 

Th: wealth of Golconda could never have bought her, 
For love, truth, and conſtancy Kill is her theme : 

Then give me, kind Hy men, the cottager's dau gotery 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream. 


0 


THE LOYALIST. 


| HEN Britain firſt this fair domain 
for To Brunſwick's line had granted, 
out | ciſcord ſpread her horrid train, 
And none but Stewarts wanted: 
zut rightful George maintain'd the Crown, 


day: Againſt ſuch vile pretenders, 

t ber, Mad by his conqu' ring arm put down 

5 Reveilion's proud defenders, 

a8 Then let each loyal heart now join 

Againſt a revolution; 
: Let's drink and ling“ God ſave our King, 

e {ou And haj PPY Conſtitution.“ 

23 ty-five again they trove 
Poor Charley to restore, Sir, 

re unn then ſucceſs again did prove, 

r, o better than before, Sir: 

- them Woe William did the hoſt command 

Laugh O Britain's valiant ſons, Sir, 

g ftr by bis ſword the factious band 
Were totally undone, Sir. 

Tue Ihen let, &c. 


„ 
To Gallic perfidy we owe 


The lots of vaſt dominions ; 
And ſhall we now, by treach'ry, ſhew 
We follow their opinions ? 
No—let ue, as one man, combine, 
With honeft indignation, 
To fruſtrate ev'ry dark deſign 
Azainſt the Crown and Nation. 
IT hen let, &c, 


While ocean bounds the Britiſh iſles, 
And we're by laws defended, 

Fair freedom on us ever ſmiles, 
And honeft hearts are blended ; 

May Navy, and may army too, 
Unite to guard our ſhores, Sir, 

Then happineſs we have in view, 
*Till time ſhall be no more, Sir. 

Then let, & c. 


With loud huzzas to George's name 
Let ev'ry member riſe, Sir, 
And he who dares refuſe the ſame, 
We'll ever more deſpiſe, Sir: 
Here's George the Third, and long may he 
With England's ſcepter rule us, 
Nor France, or her equality, 
Adopted be to fool us. 
Then let, &c. 


Nor 

If fort! 
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To diſhonor plain Bob of the Mill. 
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S O N G. N 
BOB or THE MILLs 
Sung in the Mocdman. 
V heart is as hon-it and brave as the beſt 
My body's as ſound as a roach 


10" in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt, 
Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 


If fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, 


My ſacks with ber riches t5 fill, 


Vhy ſurely *tis fortune alone that's to blame, j 


And not, honeſt Bob of the Will. 


My breaſt is as artleſs and blithe as my lay, 
From my cottage content never flies; 


pe is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, ö 


And I know how to value the prize: 

Would the girl that I love then but give me her hand, 
The world it may wag as it will; 

J ocfy the firſt *Squire, or Lord of the land, 


ORG {| 
S: 0 N. 1} 
LOYALTY TRIUMPHANTs | 


COME, come, worthy Britons, take part in my 
ſong, 

lis a loyal effuſion and cannot be wrong, 

iend, father, and guardian, unite in our King, 

ind in praiſe of Old England, my boys, let us ſing, $ 

erry down, & c. N 


TI 


Our fam'd Conſtitution, you all muſt agree, 
Our anceſtors modell'd that we ſhould be free; 
Tis the boift of the world, and for ever ſhall an}, 
While Juſtice and liberty go hand in hand. 

Derry down, &. 


That fend, innovation, would fain raiſe a flood 
To d-luge our peace in {edition and blood: 

On the leyeling-ſyſtem ſome folks like to dwell, 
But may it be levell'd nine fathoms in HII. 
Derry down, &c. 


Where Commerce each bleſſing extends far and nen 
And property's guarded, what have we to fear? 
Tis plunder makes levellers anaichy chuſe, 

Well aſſured they may winw-having nothing to ls, 
Derry down, &c. 


John Bull's loyal blood, which runs pure from pollu- 
tion, 

Some quaciks would corrupt by a ſtrange revolution: 

But John roundly ſwears thathe'll marr their intentia 

Left we ſhould run mad like the fighting convention 

Derry down, &c. 


Then Pritons 51] bumpers to free lom and peace, 

May the offspring of Eruntyick for ever increal: ! 

We've a Monach, brave bose, great and good 
King Davy, - 

So here's George the Third and his Army and Navy 

Derry down, &c. 


a) 


SON. 


O 


Since 
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© EVER IN MY BOSQM LIVE. 


ns, 


Sung in Oſcar aud Malvina. 14 


EVER in my boſom live, 
() Thou ſource of endleſs treaſure, 
Since nothing elſe on earth can give 
So dear, fo rich a treaſure : 
True love perhaps may bring alarms, 
Or be but lots of reaſon 
Yet ſtill it adds to {ſummer charms, 
And cheers the wint'ry ſeaſon. 


Tl.e luſtre of the great and gay, 

Is tranſitory faſhion 
Whilſt pure and laiting is the ray 
o Of unaffected pamon: 

When danger threats the peaſant'e cot, 

tion: And cruel cares aflail it, 
nc Affection's cares ſhali ſooth his lot, 
10100 Or bid him not bewail it, 


Then let us each on each rely, My. 

4 A mutual traniport bcrrow 3 | 

The laviſh forms of life defy, 1 | 

And artificial icrrow : 

Content, we'll laugh, and ſport, and ſing, 
Navy, Crow livelier and jocoler; 

Wine time, that fAlcets on envious wing, (4 | 

Shall bind our hcarts the cloſer, 14 


SONS, 
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| Ss: 0 N. 8. 
KING, CONSTITUTION, AND LAWS, WHEN 


E true Britiſh ſubjects unite as one man, 
To defeat the deſigns of a deſperate clan, 
Who our reaſon and feelings at once would contount, 
Then leave us at laſt in the chaos to drown, 
Derry down, &. 


15 


\ 


was in 


| The fil 
, . tis | 

| If we liten t them they will lead us a dance, . 
y Ine 


And England would be in as bad ſtate as France, 
Where the levelling ſyſtem all order's o*erthrown, 


ou ſhiy 


And rapine a2d murder each day does make known, Nt 
Derry down, &c. ni 
(Reo!) 
Shall the ſons of Old England conſeat to be ſlaves? dur arr 

Be tutor'd by rebels and Jacobine knaves ! lot 
| Who will tell us fine Rories to iickle our ears, bile thi 
| And gild their deſigns to diſpel all our fears. On wir 
1 Derry down, &c. ou won 
[1 ne'er 


Let's join then, my friends, both 'n heart and in hand, 
Againſt thoſe reformexs whe?d ruin this land, 

And exert all our ſtrength in true liber ty's cauſe, 
And ſtand by the R.ng, Conititutlon and Laws. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG, Geor 


1 
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8. 


WHEN FIRST YOU WON MY VIRGIN HEART: 5 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


in, HEN firſt you won my virgin heart, 
\ The time 1 well remember 
Nas in the froſt, on dreary heath, 
The fifteenth of December: 
be moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 
The- wind blew hard and chilling, 
pu ſhivering cried, Ahl thete ſhe goes, 
"s h that the maid was willing. j 


ve ſmil'd, and as we ſliding met, 
(Reſolv'd to fee us humbled) 
es? our arm encircled round my waiſt, 
[I fiot and down we tumbled : 
nile thus together we reclin'd, + i 
On winter's hoary pillow, ; 
ou ſwore you glow'd with love fo true, 
| ne'er mould wear the willow, (| 
122d, 
| S-Q N 8. 


ERITAN NIA'S TRIUMEH, 


ARK! from the tr ump of fame, 
C-orge is the glorious Name, 
Loud echo's rin g! 
NG * 
NC. George with true glory crown'd, 
Thro' the wide worid aroung, 


God ſave the King. 


PX. as 1 
—— — r 
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Let 
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Let not that deſp'rate clan, 

Who, as the rights of man, 
Rebellion ſing: 

Ever diſturb our eaſe, 

Let all their nonſenſe ceaſe, 

We'll fing with joy and peace; 
Long live the King. 


Traitors are flown away, 
Hid from the face of day, 
Fear gives them wing: 
Britons, from ſhcre to ſhore, 
Concord and peace adore, 
And, as one man, encore, 
God ſave the King. 


Bleſs'd in our happy land, 

Let us, a faithful band, 
Together cling : 

Bold in the glorious cauſe, 

Geor:e and Pritannia's laws, 

Shout out with loud applauſe, 
God (ave tac King. 


—— —ͤ———ͤh— 


S O N G. 


HE ſhipwreck'd tar on billows ton, 
Laſh'd to ſome plank and lighting, 
Tne land in view he hop'd to gain, | 
Bualcit oerwheim'd and dying; 
Could ſcarce conceive the joy I feel, 
Thus cheng'd my hapleſs doom, 
$hould ſo tune ſive lim from deſpair, 
And v.aft the wond'rer home, 


20. 
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S: 0 NG. 
WELL-A-DAY. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


ET 7 HEN love gets you faſt hold in his clutches, 
And you figh for your ſweetheart away ; 
& time cannot move without crutche:, 

lack! how he hobblesz—well-a-day. 


t when Walter my trembling hani touches, 
And love's colouiing o'er my cheeks ſtra; ; 
time throws aſide both his crutches, 
Flack! how he gailops—well. a-day, 
_— ————— —-— 
1 of 
Sung by Mr, Fanrifter. 


f THE CHOICE. 


— „ bit. 


HERE was Dorothy Dump, would mutter and 


mump, | 
Ind cry, dear Walter, heigho! | 


no ſtrp ſhe could take, would my conſtancy 
ſhake, | 


pr ſhe had a timber toe. 


de was Deborah Roſe, with her acquiline noſe, 
[no cried, © for you, Walter, I die!“ 

| laugh at each glance, ſhe threw at me aſkance, 
Ir ſhe had a gimblet eye. 


D 


„ 


There was Tabiatha Twiſt, had a mind to be ki{;'{ 
And made on my heart an attack; 


But her love I derided, for the was lopſided, Care 
And curſedly warped in her back. A 
O, r 


There was Barbara Pan, who always was crying, 
© Dear youth put an end to my woes, 

But to lave in her head, all the tears that was he: 
Nature gave her a boitle-noſe. 


8 — 
. * F \ 
= "ds Br. " 


Joſephine came at laſt, to nail my heart faſt, 
Firm as oak will I prove to my dear; 

And when parſon Fether has tack'd us together, 
Some chips of the block may appear. 


Nud lec 
FT 0 loſe 
S O N G. pee fro: 


o, 'TWAS LOVE. 


\* 7 % * -- 77 - 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, 


V HEN firſl to Ellen's lute 
7 1 A to me, 


I ſung, as the play 

How came theſe then to f. 

A thriii:rg ſenſe ali thro me? 
O, twas love, *twas love, 

In my eyes it gliſtened, 
*T would inſpire 4 brute, 

To ſing, it Ellen liſten'd 
O, my love, &c. 


100 


* 


Jo care 
At ey? 


t lengt] 


Way call I with with delight The y 


e 4 
2 This Gtty's plaintve numbers, ut Hyn 
Jo wrap my fair in night, Cur'g 


And fouth my Heieg's flumbers ? 


1 11 


6 i « 
4 4 


% oO, *tis love, tis love, 
Lullaby, my deareſt, 
Care from thee take flight, 


And peace thy heart be neareſt 
O, my love, &. 


; 1» 


— —e— 
1 


Y 


1 8 O N G. 


THE INVITATION, 


RF vet Aurora chace the dews, 
The lark his mattin ſong renews, 

nd leems to chide the ſwain's delay, 

To loſe ſo iweet a part of day. 


58 


Gee from the ground his mate ariſe, 

Ind ſeems to mock our wand'ring eyes; 
ill as ſhe ſoars, her notes decay, 

ill the faint warbling dies away. 


s O N ©, | 
SAFRINA, 4 
HEN T was young, I danc'd and ſung, ey 


My heart was lighter than a fly; 
bo care my youthful boſom ſtung, 
At ev'ry rout, pray who but I, 


t length the urchin bent his bow, 

The vagrant arrow hit the mark ; | 
ut Hymen ſolv'd his ſkill to ſhew, 
Cur'd poor Safrina in the dark. : 


Da 


11 


—— 
S O NS. 
soLANo. 
LAS! how chang'd the face of things 
Hark, hark, the howling tempeſt tings, 5 
Ah! now the rebe! winds ſhe feels, 
Toſs'd on the billows how ſne reels. = 
( 
| pro? 
She's now a wreck—Behold on high, 
Exploded thunder rends the ſky, come 
A dread convulſion moves the ſhore, A ſly 
And rocks the deep, unmov'd before. Ev 
To 
ou've 
80 N S. 
LEANDER,. 
RANSPARENT now, and all fer*r.*, 
The gent e current flows ; 
While fancy draws the flatt'ring ſcene, 
How air the Jandſcape ſhews. 
A RE 
1 
But ſoon its tranſient charms decay, hen its 
Wr 1 ruffling tempeſts blow; Love v 
The (ft deluſions fleet away, udence 
And pleaſure ends in wee. Youth 


SON 
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—— 


S ON 6. 
HÞROs 


S'r, be conſenting, be kind, and relenting, 
Releaſe the poor creatures and ſend them away; 
Do but this and you'll find, 
How good-ratur'd and kind, 
prove to my ſpouſe by night and by day. 


come now, ſweet lover, a paſſion diſcover, 

Aſly little Cupid now lurks in that ſmile, 
Ev'ry maid muſt ſurr-nder, 
To ſuch a commander, 

ou've found out a way my poor heart to beguile, 


—— — 


$. 0 N 8. 
THE ROSE, 
Sung by Sig. Storace. 


\ RE ye fair, like op 'ning roſes? 
Tender maidens ah! beware 

den its bloom the heart diſcloſes, 

Love will find a dwelling there 

udence then in vain oppoſes, 

Youth is never wiſe as fair, 


f 
. 


3 
\ 


3 
Let 
( 
| . 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick, 2 


RUEL fair, who ſecret anguiſh 

Can with wanton pride impart, 

Can behold a lover languiſh, is a 
Sporting with his faithful heart. 


The 
Her, let ev'ry beauteous maiden, And 
Her, let ev'ry conſtant ſwain, L 
With her lover's fate upbraiding, 
Baniſh trom the ſmiling plain. 
— — — — 
S8 0 N 8. 
Sung by Sig. Storace. 
N the lightly ſportive wing, For, al. 


At pleaſure's call we ſty, 

Hark! they dance, they play, they fing, 
In merry, merry revelry: 

Hark ! the tabor's lively beat, 
Hark the flutes in numbers ſweet 

Fill the night 

With delight, 
At the Maſquerade. 


Beneath this maſk what tender woes, 
We ſoftly hear reveal'd, 
Secure, that, while the boſom glows, 
Our btuſhes lie conceal's ! 


n 


Let grave one's warn us as they may, 
Of ev'ry bharmleſs joy afraid, 
While young and gay, 
Let's frolic and play, 
At the the Maſquerade. 


Hither trips along a beau ſo ſmart—gdear heart; 
Pretty laſs, this way—ſoft, ſoft, ſtay here—my dear! 
Tis a favor, Sir, I muſt deny—O fie! 
Can I truſt myſelf alone with you ?—adicu! 
Then amid the crowd we mix again, 
And join the motly train: 
Let grave one's, &c. 


OO —_—_ — 


. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


H me! I am loſt and forlorn, 
No hope can my anguiſh aſſuage; 
For, alas! long before I was born, 
My fair-one had dy'd of old age. 
Ahl well-a-day! well-a-day! 


hy, time, ſhould'ſt thou be uncouth? 
Why wither her beauties divine? 
Why rob her of every tooth, 
| Before I had cut one of mine. 

al well-a-day! well-a-day! 


t night to ner tomb I'!l repair, 

Bewailing ſhe ne'er was my bride; 

ut a lock of her lovely grey hair, 

If any was left when the dy'd. 

i! well-a-day! well-a-day! 

SONG. 
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« W326 
Sung by Mrs. Bland, 


ULL twenty times you've heard my mind, 
You're not the man I hope to find, 
Or can for life approve : 
In ſpite of ail that you can ſay, 
I'm ſtiil inclin'd to aniwer nay, 
And nevcr think of love. 


Give o'er your teazing, tis in v ain, 
From me your ſuit will nothing gain, 
My will you'll never move; 
When I reſign my hand ind heart, 
I'll have a lad gay, briſk, and tmarty 

Or never think of love. 


. 0 N 8. 


Sung by Mr. Suett. 


* HEN I was a younker I firſt was apprentic 


Unto a gay berber io dapper and airy; 
I next was a carpenter, then tura'd a dentiſt, 
Tnen taylor good L rd, then an apothecary: 
But for this trade or that, 
They all come 3s pat, 
As they can, 
For ſhaving and tooth-drawing, 
Bl-eding, caboaging, and ſawing, 
Dickey Goſſip is the man. 


Tho? ta 
In bo 
And tw 
Far b 


But blu 


I find 
I once £ 


A ter 


H 
] 


t Hym 


That | 


e ye 

Two » 
'J form": 
| Two h 
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Tho' taylor and dentiſt but awkwardly tether, 
In both the vocations I fil have my iavings 3 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 
For barber and carpenter both deal in ſhavings ; 
So for this trade or that, 
They all come as pat, &c. 


But blunders will happen in callings ſo various, 
[ fincy they happen to ſome who are prouder, 
I once gave a patient, whoſe bealth was precarious, 
A terrible dote of my beſt ſhaving powder: 
But no matter for that, 
My trade comes as pat, &c. 


% 


3. 
on, YOUNG AFFECTION» 
Sung by Mrs. Jordan. 
H young affection's glowing train, 
By mutual fond endearment won, 


at Hymen's altar claim the chain, 
That twines two willing hearts in one. 


tit! 


Have ye not ſeen in Flora's bow'r, 
Ivo: es on one ſtem reſpire? 

$0 foram dg, pathon's blending power, 

{ Two heatts are thron'd on one deſire, 


Ds son. 
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. 
THE RED ROS. 
Sung by Mr, Palmer. 


LEARNED ſage, in days of yore, 
A cheice example ſet us, 

Whate'er was right or wrong before, 
W hate'er might teaze or fret us, 

His pliant temper turns at will, 
Self-eaſe his only paſhon 

He'd preach, or ſave, or fight, or kill, 
Juſt as it was the faſhion : 

Then hey for the red roſe, 

The bonny bonny red role, 

The ſweeteſt role, 

That ſummer blows, 

Is the ſweet bonny red roſe. 


So when the enemy, ſmoaking hot, 
With war and blood comes reeking, 
With head in brazen ſkillet got, 
You tremble while he's ſpeaking : 
With zounds and fire, you crouching cury 
On which fide do you battle ? 
On your's, my white-role worthy Sir, 
We'll ſlay both men and cattle. 
Then hey for the white role, 
The bonny bonny white role, 
*T was ne'er denied, 
The garden's pride, 
Is till the bonny white roſe. 


2 


Should 1 


And 
Or droo 
Tom 
As tay le 
Were 
And col! 
Becor 
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39 | 
Should roſes white and red decay, 
And lilies live the longeſt, 
Or drooping tulips force their way, 
Tom Fool ſhall join the ſtrongeſt : 
As taylors ſtill muſt ſtrive to live, 
Were doublets out of faſhion, 
And collars high, and monſt'rous craws, 
Become a reigning paſhon : 
Then hey for the red roſe, 
Or the bonny white roſe, 
Or any roſe that ſaves from blows, 
Tom Fool is for the right roſe. 


S' O N G. 
I AM THE BOY IN A BATTLE. 
Sung by Mr. R. Palmer. 


AST e'er ſeen a hen on a hot griddle ? 
[ Has Jack Lantern e'er play'd tricks with thee? 
dit e*er ſee a cat and a fiddle, 
Then pray judge in a battle of me: 
For Iam the boy in a battle, 

That ne'er yet one moment ſtood till, 
Whilſt ſhrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
It's in quick running I ſhew my ſkill ; 

For when whizzing by come the bullets, 
And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 

And broad ſwords have lit up their gullets, 
It's high time to take care of my head. 


D 6 CHORUS, 
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SO N86. 
THE RED ROS. 
Sung by M.. Palmer. 


LEARNED ſage, in days of yore, 
A cheice example ſet us, 
Whate'er was right or wrong before, 
W hate'er might teaze or fret us, 
His pliant temper turns at will, 
Self-eaſe his only paſhon 
He'd preach, or fave, or fight, or kill, 
Juſt as it was the faſhion : 
Then hey for the red roſe, 
The bonny bonny red role, 
The ſweeteſt role, 
That ſummer blows, 
Is the ſweet bonny red roſe. 


So when the enemy, ſmoaking hot, 
With war and blood comes reeking, 
With head in brazen ſkillet got, 
You tremble while he's ſpeaking : 


With zounds and fire, you crouching cur, 


On which fide do you battle ? 
On your's, my white-role worthy Sir, 

We'll ſlay both men and cattle. 
Then hey for the white rote, 
The bonny bonny white role, 
*T was ne'er denied, 
The garden's pride, 
Is ſtill the bonn y white roſc. 


AS 
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It's in 
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5 
| Should roſes white and red decay, 
And lilies live. the longeſt, 
Or drooping tulips force their way, 
Tom Fool ſhall join the ſtrongeſt : 
As taylors ſtill muſt ſtrive to live, 
Were doublets out of faſhion, 
And collars high, and monſt'rous craws, 
Become a reigning paſhon : 
Then hey for the red roſe, 
Or the bonny white roſe, 
Or any roſe that ſaves from blows, 
Tom Fool is for the right roſe. 


S O N G. 
I AM THE BOY IN A BATTLE, 


Sung by Mr, R. Palmer. 


Has Jack Lantern e'er play'd tricks with thee? 
dit e'er ſee a cat and a fiddle, 
Then pray judge in a battle of me : 
For I am the boy in a battle, 

That ne'er yet one moment ſtood till, 
Whilſt ſhrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
It's in quick running I ſhew my {kill ; 

For when whizzing by come the bullets, 

© And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 

And broad ſwords have lit up their gullets, 
It's high time to take care of my head. 


[ AST e'er ſeen a hen on a hot griddle ? 


D CHORUS; 


C 00.3 


CHORUS, 


Yet &;ll T am the boy in a battle, 
Am ruſſing when dz ger .: nigh, 

At running I bat all their cattle, 
Anu my pay to receive 4 can fly. 


Shot off were your arms in the hurry, 
\ Thovgh it certainly makes you more light) 
You'll find zçrſelf in ſuch a flurry, 
That no hand you can have in the fight: 
Blown off were your legs from their ſtations, 
(In dread war's di-e cance lure they might) 
Not all the gr:at wiſdom of nations 
On a footing e put you to fight: 
To loſe à man's head in a battle, 
Out of countenance puts him quite, 
Hears neither fifes ſqueak, nor drums rattle, 
His noſe he can't ſhe in the fight. 
Therefore I'm the boy, &c. 


A fool's dvice take in a battle 

And your teels uſe when danger's at hand, 
Or when arrows fly and drum rattle, 

You may then have no heels on to ſtand; 
And then you'll lie down in a battle, 

Your enemies langh at the joke, 
D-priv'd of the pleaſure to prattle, 

And quite loſt in a torrent of ſmoke ; 
Then glory comes in with her laurel, 

And ſhadows your poor biceding head, 
Tho? life you have loſt in the quarrel, 

You're fame will live after you're dead, 


CHOU 


WIT! 
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CHORUS. 


Then what ſhould I do in a battle, 
Nav, 'twere beſt dwall in ſafety like thee; 
No: wait 'cill fame's trump ſounds her rattle, 
No ſuch grinning honor for me, 


0M 


WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH TOWN. 


SYTVWWAS within a mile of Edinburgh town, 
In the roſy time of the year, 
Bet flowers bloom'd, and the grass was down, 
And each ſnepherd woo'd his dear : 
Bonny ſocky, vlith and gay, 
Kiſs'd ſweet Jenny making hay: 
te laſſie bluſh'd, and trowning cry d, no, no, it will 
not do, 
cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mannot buckle to, 


lecky was a wag that never would wed, 
Tho' long he had follow'd the laſs ; 
ant:nted ſhe earned and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turned up the graſs : 
Bonny Jocky, blith and gay, 
Won her heart right merrily : 
fe: ill ſhe bluſh'd and frowning cry'd, no, no, it 
will not do, 


ennot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mannot buckle to. 


0 | But 


6 


But when he vow'd he would make her his bride, 
Tho' his flocks and his herds were not few, 


She gave him her hand and a kiſs befide, 7 
And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true: Un Jo 
Bonny Jocky, blith and free, Old E 

Won her heart right merrily : Then ha 

At church ſhe no more frowning cry'd, no, no, it y! | req 
not do, | I have 

I caunyt, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mannot buche -a you 
To pr 

We're to 

8 0 N. When 

The lea ſo 


Cold, be 
When the 
roll 
When tl 
en poor 
Then nc 
duld the 
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POOR WILLs 


M a biiſk jolly tar, and juſt going to ſea, 
And my veſſel's tight rigg'd for the main; 
As Briton's I'm told ſhould always be free, 
Your freedom [I'll ſtrive to maintain: 
Let your beaux and your bells, if they will, ſcoff a 
ſneer, 
And laugh at the ills I endure, 
I'm a foe t) deceit, and a ſtranger to fear, 
And I'm honeſt although I am poor: 


If my cup of exiſtence ſhould be daſh'd with gal, | bran 
Yet contented my ſtation I'll fill; | * weir 
For 1 know there's a providence rules over all, 1.9 ve | 
To protect and take care of poor Will. * It 
so prom: 

When Bet heard the news ſhe hung down her he: ere's no 
But I gave her a hearty good ſmack ; a com. 
Says I, My dear girl, you have nothing to dread, if ſtrete 
With honor 1 hope to come back; With plex 
ci that pr: 


[0 protec 
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Come, dry up your tears, for a moment attend 
«My departure you muſt not oppole, 

Tm a ſailor, you know, and I'm bound to defend 
Old England, and humble its foes: 

Then have done with your whimp'ring, your ſpirits 

recall, 

I have lov'd you, and fo I do ſtill, 

Ard you know there's a Providence rules over all, 

«To prõtect and take care of poor WII.“ 


We're to hardſhips expos'd but that we don't mind, 

When all night we're in the round-top ; 

The ſea ſometimes rough, and weather unkind, 

Cold, benumb'd, I am ready to drop: 

Men the lightning does flaſh, and the thunder doc: 
roll, 

When the waves daſh us to and fro, 

en poor Jack heaves a ſigh for his favorite Pull, 

Then no tear nor no terror | know : 

duld then danger aſſail, and tempeſt befall, 

And with water a leak the ſhip fill, 

ow there's a Providence rules over all, 

To protect and take care of poor Will. 


r French we will drub if they dare to come nigh, 
For their infolence we'll make them pay; 
pticy've taught us to dance, we'll learn them to flv, 
And be glad to get out of-our way: : 

W oft” times I've fought in my country's defence, 
No promotion I'm likely to gain, 

ſere's no vacancy yet,” that's always the pretence, 
Va common man {till I remain : 
If ſtretch'd on the deck by the ſtrokæ of a ball, 
Eich pleaſure my blood I will ſpill, 
that providence truſt which rules over all, 
o protect and take care of poor Will, 


( 64 ) 


If ſtorms and if perils I chance to ſurvive, 


And my voyage is crown'd with ſucceſs, e * 
Our enemies vanquiſh'd, I come back alive, The y 
Compal 


Then how happy I'll be with my Beſs : 

It 1 fall, well and good, and there's an end of me, 
Tho' I've heard, if I right underſtand, 

Thie great rvling power protects us at tea 


Deceit 


i . 80 N 
Alt the ſame as if we were on land: Foroid 
Farewell then, I fly at my country's call, le now | 
In its ſervice 'i uſe all my ſkill, ö an H 
But ſince 


For | know there's a providence rules over all, 


To protect and take care of poor Will. And pe 
y ev'ry 
To Ara! 
——— — 
SQ N. 6.0 


THE CALEDONIAN MAI D. 


Sung by Mr. Jobnſtene. WHEN C 


AY, have you ſeen my Arabel, 
The Caledonian maid ? 
Or hearu the youth of Scotia tell, 
Where Arabel 1s ſtray'd ? 


The damſe!: is of angel mien, Sed 


Witli fad and downcaſt eyes; . C1 ne 
The ſhep!.-:ds call ber ſorrow's queen, 3 omg 
ſi vc L 0'r let 

So penſiveiy ſhe fighs ES 
f N. tt, 


But why thoſe fighs ſo ſadly ſwell, 
Or why her tears ſo flow, 

In vain they pre the lovely girl, 
The innate Cauſe to know ; 


4 


„ 


e reaſon form'd her tender mind, 
The virgin learnt to love; 

Con paſhon taught her to be kind, 

Decelt the was above. 


nd had not war's terrific voice 
Forbid the nuptial bands, 

Fre now had Sandy been her choice, 
And Hy men join'd our hands: 

But ſince the ſword of war is ſheath'd, 
And peace reſumes her charms, 


y ev'ry joy is now e d 
To Arabella's arms 


r 
WHEN CUPID HCLDS THE MYRTLE CROWN, 
Surg by Ar. Du ey. 


Urn Cupid holds the myrtle crown, 
V I'llnt the gitt deny, 
t gladly ſeize the proffer'd boon, 
ci now complzats mv joy 
net ambition prompts me on, 
go r le the wide deſmene, 
Bu:c a king in love alone, 
Wilt U.ou may'ſt be my queen, 


NA codde 15 bright and fairy 
to the Payhian Iſle, 
ren g toſy chaplets lere, 
thee prefel to Imile: 


J'll 
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Fil ne'er repine at this decree, 
Nor other bleſſings crave; 

Sole monarch thou in love ſhalt be, 
And I thy captive ſlave. 


S0 N 6. 


OH NANNY. 
Sung at Vaaxball. 


H Nanny, wilt thou fly with me, 


Nor ſigh to leave the charming town * 


Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown : 
No longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, can'ſt thou quit the buſy ſeene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fait? 


O Nanny, when thou'rt far awa, 

Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? 
Say, can'ſ thou face the flaky ſnaw, 

Nor ſhrink before the warping wind ? 
O can that ſaft and gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear? 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair . 


. K 


O Nanr 
Thro 
Or whe 
To ff 
And wh 
Wilt 
Nor wil 


Wher 


And wht 


Wilt 
Wilt the 
And « 
And wil 
Strew 
Nor the. 
Wher 


1 


O Nanny, can'ſt thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils keen wi' me to gae; 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſha!l rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of wae ? 
And when invading pains befall, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 
Nor wiſhful thoſe gay icenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair. 


And when, at laſt, thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 

And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death: 
And wilt thou, &'er his much lov'd clay, 

Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ; 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


v —— 


$ 0 N 8.8 


POOR BROWN BESS. 
Sung by Mr. Gray. 


HEN farewel thoſe days of glory, 
At my grief you well may gueſe, 
ft have I declar'd my ſtory, 
How 1 lov'd my poor brown Beſs. 


hirty-eight long years in clover, 
My fond arms ſhe us'd to bleſs ; 

en long years and more are over, 

dince I've hugg'd my poor brown Beſs, 


( 68 ) 


Yet, if 
Her kin, tho' not fo ſoft and fair as Ba-my 
Some nice dames, J muſt confeſs, What i 
Yet as much good time and care, has What 1 
Been employ' d on poor brown Beſs. May its 
Faithful fill to ev'ry duty, 
For parade whene'er I'd dreſs, 
Neat and clean, a poiiſh'd beauty, 
Ever came my poor brown Beſs. 
A 
But, alas! thoſe times are paſt now, 
Age and wounds my frame pofleſs ET 
Death I find appioaching faſt now, I. 1 
So, farewell, my poor brown Beſs. tell 
Ti 
In one requeſt, ah! don't oppoſe me, * ah 
Ere the turf my corps ſhall preſs, Well 
Ere the coffin quite encloſe me, Tontent 
By my tide place poor brown Beſs. In ch 
6 ——ͤ (ꝶ?˙ 
8 O M 8.5 Wau m 
For fu 
P Here's a 
THE SORROWS OF LADY ISABELL *##*8 And en 
LEEP, poor babe, ill fated boy, noſe me 
Offspring of inceſtuous joy, Who r 
Soundly fleep, and never know, p ty the 
All my heart diſtracting woe. And lar 
t them 
Fain would I, wich anguiſh wild, To riſe 
Pray to God to blels thee child; nile Bac 
But that injur'd God will ne'er My unf, 


Liſten to thy mother's pray'r. 


at matt 


Yet 


13 


Yet, if heav'n no more muſt ſhed 
Pamy comforts on my head, 

What its juſtice takes from me, 
What its juſtice takes from me, 
May its mercy grant to thee. 


OCT H— 


S 0 N 8. 


A EBALM FOR THE EBITTERS OF LIT. 


We'll leave them in ſecret tv pine, 
tell ye true ſource of pleaſure, 
"Tis women, dear women, and wine: 
My conduct is cenſur'd for c-rtain— 
Weil knowing that life's but a farce, 
Contented till fate drops the curtain, 
Il cheartully take t'other glaſs, 


ET muckworms exiſt on their treaſure 
» 


CHORUS. 


Wit matters then ſighing or pining, 
For future deeds, preſent, or paſt, 
Hete's a cordial will keep you from whining, 
a And make us all eaſy at laſt. 


noſe monarchs who fight for ambition, 
Who miniſters often beguile, 
ty their ſov'reign condition, 
and laugh, while they only dare ſmile: 
t them conquer and deſolate nations, 
To riſe in the annals of fame ; 
le B:acchus's bumper libations 
My unfading laurels proclaim. 
at matters then, &c. 


Yet 


= * 
— — — — 
= 
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Come here my example to follow, 
No further zou need ever ſeek ; 
At tipling I am an apt ſcholar, 


My precepts are gather'd from Greek! 


From Anecreon | burrow my leflon, 
Subduing whele regions of ſtrife, 
By heaven, my lads tis a bleſſing, 


And a balm (or the bitters of life. 


What matters then, &c 


——— — — 
C 


CHEVY CHACE, 


HEN ſwectiſ fornds the lively horn, 
And Caeetly tr hee the chearful morn, 


From 'Tviot-Jdai to Cheviot hills, 
The Hunter's cry cach valley ils 
And echo, . C iports TO grace, 


Reſoundsz tho it 13 * a wy nn 


Britons, ct each gc": 508 tou! 
To Percy drain the flow ug bowl 
Percy long revown'd ſlall be, 
For arms and 35 italy, 


ROND i, f0LDO, AND CHORUSs 


And While the mecry pipes RI a, 


5 1 a 1 , $ woos 5% 
We'll tit and dance su . 


While unity 14 inſome „le- 


Shall bleſs this hagyy Brig.“ 


True to 
Dur deat! 
True to 


That thu 


W. 
Janc'de 
And tl 


When a f. 
My Wi 
Wn itead of 


And th 


Tho' 


"Tis 


1 


SESTETTOQ. 


True to ourſelves, anc true to thee, 

Our deareſt charter, liberty: 

True to our King, the world ſhall know, 
That thus combin'd we fear no foe, 


— 
0. 


ALL EASY EASY AT LAST. 


HEN I was at ſchool, and ſcarce in my *eens, 
To coquet with the boys J began, 
anc'd out of time, cr trod on their toes, 
And then ſmil'd underneath my fan: 

Their ſqueezing was pleaſing, 
Their teazing was eaſing, 

But the jeſt then no farther was carried; 
When they coax*d me awhile, 
I] reply'd, with a ſr1ilz, 

Tis not time, I fear, yet io be married, 


When a few years had check'd the hey-day of youth, 
My William appear'd on the plain, 
Witead of coqueting, I ſpoke but the truth, 
And the truth, aye I will ſpeak again: 
His ſqueezing was pleaſing, 
His teazing was eafing, 
Tho' the jeit then no farther was carried; 
Yet coaxing awhile, 
I reply'd with a ſmile, 
"Tis the time now I think to be married. 
SONG, 
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1 


THE FLOWING BOWL. 


ILL the bowl with ſparkling near, 
Joy and plraſure reign to day; 
U'era flaſk hear Bacchus lecture, 
Roſy god, for ever gay: 


' Fleeting moments, how delighting, HE | 
Wen true wiidom we define, 1 Ma 

Mirth and freedom here inviting, ep a hu 

By the learned held divine. Ir nobod 

Ing may 

ore he « 


| While with cares were vainly ſtriving, 
On the buſy ſtage of life, 


Plotting, planning, ſchemes contriving, de Frenc] 
| Overwhelm'd in ſeas of ſtrife : le haugh 
| The flowing bumper wit inſpiring, e Dutch 
Checks the force of fortune's frown, * Ruſſia 

The bottle's mental charms deſiring, et them 

Makes the nauſeous draught go down. y ne'er 


Since the world is all a bubble, 


Jolly mortals bumpers fill; Paris fi 
Sons of folly pine at trouble, I think t 
Wine can all vexatjon kill : if a you 
The ſong, the toaſt, the glee ſo merry, ſhe br.. 
Animates each jovial foul, may he 


Wirth claret, port, champaigne, and ſherry, e can lo. 


We enjoy the flowing bowl. 
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THE IRISHMAN, 


Sung by Mr. Jobnſtone. 


HE turban'd turk, who ſcorns the world, 
May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curl'd, 

ep a hundred wives under lock and key, 

r nobody but himſelf to ſee, 

ng may he pray, with his Alcoran, 

ore he can love like an Iriſhman. 


de Frenchman gay, a ſlave no more, 
te haughty Don, the ſoft Signor; 

e Dutch Mynheer fo full of pride, 

Ruſſian, Pruſſian, Swede beſide 
et them do whate'er they can, 

y ne'er can love like an Iriſhnian. 


Paris folks themſelves beguile, 

I think they pleaſe in a capital ſtyle 

if a young damſel you chance to meet, 
ſhe br; y paſles thro? the ſtreet, 

may hear her ſay, from behind her fan, 
ecan love like an Iriſhman. 


—— — öÄ 


E S0 NG. 


1 


1. 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


() WHAT a country for people to marry in, 


Love and its comforts they never m:icairy .7 


Mils wants a huſband, and Maſter a wife, Both p 
Parents conſent and they're happy for life: And t. 
If one bed won't do, I? buf: 
They put up with two; T 
The good wife loves to roam, 
The good tan ſtays at home; 1 


At night they retire from their merry go rounds, 
He's got a few bottles, ſhe's loſt a few pounds: 
If ſuch the delights ſuch fond unions beſpeak, 
Say, who would live fingle a week ? 
Happy pair, 
Say, who would live ſingle a week ? 


Fortune perhaps the dear couple may ſmile upon, 
Field for the fair to ſhew off her grand ſtyle upon 
A. coach and fix horſes, a ſervice of plate, 
A beau for ſoft ſervice, a dozen for ſtate : 

Should pocket be low 

To traffic they go, 


oh 
I 


And, wh 


A great route 1s declar'd, apy 
A rich faro prepar'd, en th, 
The gueſts return lighter perhaps than they went, Cannot 
The ſupper diſcharg'd, and the hoſts are content ; oi there 
If wedlock ſuch permanent joys can diſplay And, a 


Pray who would live ſingle a day? 
Charming ſcene ! 

Pray who would live fangle a day? 

Lech 
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Lucky in theſe, they have other reſources too, 
Sweet le paration, and tender re{ources too 
if ou: wife in à friend too much confidence puts, 
We thruſt a tliçtto ſtrait into his guts: 
They only look big 
By a coupſellor's wig; 
Ard the weapon they draw 
Is a limb of th ew: 
Both partie: for damage goud-naruredly ſue, 
And their wrongs are let right by a Nabob or few: 
If bui::nds ſuch recomper.ce have in their power, 
Then who would live fingle an hour ? 
Pleaſant rogues ! 
Then who would live fingle an hour? 


. 
© WHEN THE FAVOR'D YOU TH, 


6. Sung by Sig. Storace. 

H when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whi:pers tells his am'rous tale, 
And, when his tender paſſicn to reprove, 
Ala. you ſtrive to frown in vain : 

Then think my heart, fo like your own, 

Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free, 

or there the tyrant has his throne, 

And, as you ſigh, Oh! pity me. 


* 
ent 


Nt: 


E 2 Vour 


1 


Your ſwain muſt be, dear aunt, I know, 
Some ſhepherd pining in the ſhade, 
I prefer Cupid as a beau, 
With jantee air and ſmart cockade : 
Oh! when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whiſpers tells his am'rous pain, 
And, when his tender paſſion to reprovs, 
Alas! you ſtrive to frown in vain : 
Tho? you affect a rural ſwain, 
Yet London love's the ſelf ſame pain. 


Oh! when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whiſpers tells his am'rous pain, 
And when his tender paſſion to reprove, 
Alas! you ftrive to frown in vain: 
Then think my heart, ſo like your own, 
Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free, 
For there the tyrant has his throne, 
And, as you ſigh, O pity me. 


— — 


. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland, 


HAN envy'd monarchs happier ill, 
Oh! happier far the peaſant ; 
No treaſon lurks about the mill, 
No terror breaks his ſlumber preſent ; 
Yet one muſt fill the regal feat, 
With care inceſſant prefline, 
F'en to preſerve his cottage tweet, 


His lowly happy cottage bleſſing. 


A little 


Top- 
Ben ply 


H'tched 


l 


Then fly net now, O gentle fleep, 
Fly not our humble dwelling z 
His anguiſh in oblivion ſteep, 
The image of the paſt repelling 3 
And ſuch ſoft viſions of delight, 
From airy fancy borrow, 
As he deſerves, whoſe watchful night 
From us poor peaſants drives forth ſorrow; 


CANT AI. 


BEN MIZENPEAK AND SUE, 
RECITATIVE, 


EN MIZENPEAK,, an honeſt fearleſs tar, 
W hoſe heart beats high, rous'd by the god of war, 
A worthy cock, a well known Jolly dog, 

Could reef or ſteer, with ſkin brim full of grog; 

Brail up the mizen, when the wind's abaft, 

And the clue garnets haul up fore and aft': 

Bear up the helm a-weather, let the main-ſheet fly, 
The foreſail brace, and a ſtrange ſail deſcry: 
Meſſmates avaſt, the proſpect we'll renew, 

On Portſmouth point he met his lovely Sue, 

A little frigate, tight from ſtem to ſtern, 

| Top-gallants flylag-—quite a tar's concern: 

| Ben ply'd to windward, tack'd, and tack'd again, 
H'tched up bis trowſers and then ſung this ſtrain. 


E 1 AlR. 


HE oo. 
* AIR. 


Tune Sweet lilies of the valley. 


; Let Bob, our boatſwain, vainly boaſt, 
1 The girl he loves fo dearly, 
While 1, with canns of flip can toaſt 
My charming Sue, fincerely 5 
Her roſy cheeks, her lcering eye, 
Her ruby lips delighting, 
When mann'd, and looſe her pennants fly, 


; To ſailor lads inviting. 7 
RECITATIVE. F. 

Sue ſtood entranc'd, and quite in <cſtacy, 20 

Juſt like a Venus riſing from the lea, 8 

. Her boſ»m fill'd with true Prome chean fire, | * 
* Fann d up a flame of love and fond deſire; Then 
Thus from the fair the tender paſſions flow, Fo 

Such tranſient bliſs true lovers only know : We'l 

But muſic's aharms inſpir'd dear Suſan's breaſt, TI. 

For thus ihe ſung—let fancy guels the reſt, | 
AIR. I've v 

An 

Tune—The Greenwich Penfioner. My c: 

1 ; , For 

When ſailing on the raging main, Fram 

To meet tbe daring foe, The 

Undauntes heroes ne er complain And 4 

Tho* winds tempeſtuous blow: | Alt} 

While I in ſecret pining, ben 

Bemoan the loſs of Ben, | | 

The willow branch entwining, Then! 

»Till he returns again. We : 


SONG: WE From | 


N- 
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S O N. 
THE TEMPLE OF THE Mett. 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


OM cobler's hulk to ſplendid ſhop, 
Behold me now tranſlated; 
Lapſtone and hammer henceforth ſtop, 
For better things I'm fated : 
Tho' late I work'd in lowly ſtall, 
I never thall deny it, 
I've gain'd my ends, I've loſt my awl, 
And made a fortune by it: 
Then quick the ready rhino bring, 
For who the caſh refuſes? 


| We'll take it here you need not fear, 


The temple of the mules. | 


I've work'd, and pray'd, and work'd again, 
And faith upon the whole, Sir, 

My cares were ſeldom cares in vain, 
For I've ſav'd many a ſole, Sir: 

From heeltap tho' my heart was moy'd, 
The headpiece I'm befriending, 


And all muſt own I'm much improv'd, 


Altho' I've left off mending. 


Then quick, &c. 


Then ladies, gentles, hither come, 
We've got a pretty Olio, 


| From little Dick, or Tommy Thumb, 


To learned works in folio ; 
E 4 


oy 


We've books to make you cry or laugh, 
I Odd tricks and wond'rous feats, Sir, 
* Of heroes bound in ſheep or calf, 
y 


Or heroines fair in ſheets, Sir. 
Then quick, &c. 


C 

Then now or never buy away, L 
Our terms are very far, Sir, 

No fear of meeting here foul play, B 
Where all is on the ſquare, Sir: 

We gladly wait your kind command, T 


1 The caſh if you lay down, Sir, 
]'!! put my life into your hand, Conten 
For only half a crown, Sir. And m 


Then quick, &c. 


k Dick, | 
Heard t 
THE DUSTMAN-. While t 
The po 
RECITATIVE, And th 

S Diek, the duſtman,drove thro* Saliſh'ry-cour 

His raw-rump'd team, of all mankind the pr 
Both blind and lame, a type of Pharaoh's breed, * 
Such rips e'en Smithfield never can exceed: ” 
High on a throne of elevated duſt, Eat 
Nell fat ſo ſtately gnawing of a cruſt : | 
A curious ſpecimen of birth and blood, On 


Ere& with all the majeſty of mud: 
'The darling pride of all the blackguard boys, De: 
Her peerleſs charms tho' none but Dick enjoys 
No nigktingale could ever chant like Nell, 


Her tuneful notes my muſe can only tell, 1 


» COW 
a per 
„ 
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1 
Tune -I made love to Kate. 


Give me my own true love, 
I'll envy not the great, 
Let thoſe inconſtant prove, 
Who ride about in ſtate ; 
Behold the titled knave 
His country's cauſe betray, 
To ſordid gold a ſlave, 
While Nell more blith and gay, 


Contentedly can fit, while Dick ſings out gee-hoy 
And merrily can laugh at little folks below. 


RECITATIVE., 


Dick, happy Dick, the Duſtman of his time, 

Heard the fair nymph pour forth her ſtrains ſublime 3 
The wheel aflail'd, and his dear creature buſs'd, 
While the loud bell prociaim'd, bring out your duſt: 
The pond'rous baſket on his ſhoulder flung, 

And thus in raptures to his bunter ſung ; 


"WW © 
Tune -WVater parted from the ſea, 


Lovely charmer of my heart, 
Reigning queen of future bliſs, 
Eaſe, O eaſe a lover's ſmart, 
Deigrr to grant another kiſs: 
On thy boſom when reclin'd, 
Can its raptures be expreſs'd? 
Deareſt Nelly prove but kind, 
Dick will be for ever bleft, 


E 5 SONG, 


( 32 ) 


S O NG. 


BOLDLY TAKE ME IF YOU DARE. 
Sung by Sig. Storace. 


VERY new caprice pur ſuing, 
Say, muſt 1 ſtill perplex your life ? 

W it you perſiſt in your undoing, 

And will you madly venture on a wife ? 
T wo tedious years my hand defirings 

Ot all my foibles tho' aware 
Not all my whims your patience tiringy 
5 Boldly take me if you dare. 


When in the chace of faſhion, 
| All your counſel ſcorning, 
1 I court dear diſſipation, 
Remember then this warning== 
Every new Caprice, &c. 


OE —ai 


S O N G. 
THE NOSEGAY. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


O the groves, to the ſtreams I'll repair, 
To the winds I will utter my pain; 
All the day will I wander in air, 
Except when it happens to rain ; 


In idl 
WI 


Theſe 
O'e 
And h 
In r 
My fle 
Fror 
For thi 
And 


. 
What ot 
Or wer 
In ſhade 
he or] 
here, 1 
And bac] 


butahl! \ 
0 pleaſi 
hen me 
o deep 


1 | 


la idleneſs lovers delight, 

Without work ſhall time thus wear away; 
11! think of my nymph all the night, 

And I'll pipe and make noſegays in day, 


Theſe noſegays I form for my dear, 
O'er the daiſies and buttercups weep 3 
And her name, when my fleeces I ſhear, 
In red letters I'll paint on each ſheep ; 
My flock then ye ſheep-Rftealers ſpare, 
From their tails C your fingers remove; 
For their backs beat the name of my fair, | 
And the wool is ali ſacred to love. 


S Q© NG 


ABSENCE, 


\ HEN unrelenting fates ordain 
That lovers ne cr ſhall meet again, 
What object round can joy impart, 
Ur wean from woe the bleeding heart? 
In ſhades and ſilent ſcenes we find 

he orly joy that ſoothes the mind; 

here, uncontroul'd, fond thoughts may rove, 
fund back recall the hours of love. 


but ah! when balmy hope is fled, 
0 pleaſure's voice the heart is dead; 
nen mem'ry only wakes to ſhew 
ow deep the wretch is ſunk in woes 
16 The 


684) 


1 The ſailor thus, who, far from ſhore, 
1 Hears all night long the tempeſt roar, Wi 
i Soon as the morning lights the ſkies, 
| 1 Beholds his veilel bilge, and dies. | Thy 
$. 0 . 
HARKX TO THE WOODS» 
HEN Phabus begins to peep o'er the bill, 
With horns we awaken the day, 
| And rouſe brother ſportſmen who ſluggiſhly ſleep, E 
£ With hark! to the woods, hark away. 
i See! the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, n * 
) How ſweetly it echoes around! 285 
9 Our high mettled ſteeds with their neighings try 
; All ſeem with pleaſure to echo the ſound. | 
4 For the 
1 Behold when fly reynard with panic and dread 
| At a diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound, be prou 
; The pack on tbe cent fly with rapid career, Where n 
Hark! the horns, O how ſweet'y cy found, 0 ! 
or the 
Now on to the chace, oer id o'er dales, | 
All dangers we nob! dete; 
Our nags are all g . a: d our ſports we'll purive, or the! 
With ſhouts th --iound to the {ky, 
| But ſee how he lags, all h, arts are in vain, Vur Shal 
| No longer with ſwi\tinecs he files z Por Fren 
Each hound in his tury determines hls fate, heir fw 
The traitor is ſelz d on and dies. vr dle n 
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rſue, 


1 


vith ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With love crown the ſports of the day 

Then to reſt we recline till the horn calls again, 
Thea away, to the woodlands away. 


— 
. 


THE WARWICKSHIRE IAS. 
Sung at the Jubilee. 
E Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes, 


See what at our jubilee paſſes, 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 


For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad; 


Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, 


For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty ; 
Where much has been given, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 


For the bard of all bards oa a e bard: 


Warwickſhire bar 
Never pair'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard. 


Dur Shakeſpear compar'd is to no man, 

Wor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman 

heir ſwans are all geeie to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 

or the man of all men was a Warwick hre man; 
AVON's 
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Avon's ſwan, 
A Warwickſhire man, 


For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man, 1 

At it ra 
Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, And pa 
And half a ſcore we take pride in; But wl 


Of famous Will. Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will; 
Warwickſhire Will, 
Matchleſs ſtill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will. 


There never was ſure ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd nature; 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief; 
A Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief; 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thlef 
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Steal a kiſs from the lily then wing to the roſe. ding ſt 
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But ſhould Hymen once happen the ſpoiler to meet, 
He compels him for life to enjoy the ſame ſweet, 
Nor complain of hard fate; but imprint on your mind 


| That true pleaſures ſhould be like rich odours _ ( 
/ als 


ews wit! 
ancyin; 
brings 
Valle ſh 
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Ulak the drop that diftils from the cloud as it croſt, 
Ur it fall on the ſea how for ever tis loſt ; 

Land pathon divided, like a ſpark will depart, 

But when Hymen has fix'd it, a flame lights the 
heart. 


. 
ne 
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BEAVTY AND PLEASURE, 


i 
hi: WA /EL1A, hoard thy charms no more, 
Beauty's like the miler*s trealure, 
de k vain poſſeffor's poor, 
chef What are riches without pleaſure ? 
ndleſs pains the miſer takes, 
ſo increaſe, his heaps of money, | 
ib'ring bees his pattern makes, 
Yet he fears to taſte his honeys 


dus with aching eyes his ſtore, 
Trembling leſt he chance to loſe it, 

ning till for want of more, 

Tho' the wretch wants pow'r to uſe 2 
Rin, thus with endleſs arts, 

Waſtes her days, her charins improving, 
ering ſtill to conquer hearts, 

Yet ne'er taſtes the ſweets ot loving. 


ws with pride her ſhape her face, 

ancying ſti] ſhe's under twenty, 

e brings wrinkies on apace, 

wie ſhe ſtarves with all her plenty: 

Soon 
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Soon or late they both will find 
Time their idol from them ſever, 

He muſt leave his gold behind, 
Lock'd within his grave for ever. 


Celia's fate will fill be worſe, 

When her faded charms deceive her, 
Vain defire will be her curſe, 

When no mortal will relieve her: 
Celia, hoard thy charms no more, 

Beanty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
Taſte a little of thy lore, 

Waat is beauty without pleaſure, 


—— Da 
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THE DESOLATE SWAINGs 


AD I but the wings of a dove, 
Enraptur'd I'd haſten away, 
And quickly repair to my love, 
1 Whoſe beauties enlighten the day: 
. Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 
| Ye gods her I aſk for my wife; 
Y Without her I'm ever in pain, 
And reliſh no pleaſure in life. 


LEE —_z *., - + 
— — - 


Ah! cruel decree of hard fate, 

To keep me fo long from my dear, 
Cume pity my deſolate ftate, 

And baniſh all thought of deſpair ; 
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ich her O what ſcenes I enjoy, 

| Of mirth and good humour all day, 
Buch bleffings as never will cloy, 

Nor ceaſe till our fouls leave the clay. 


—— — 


C ANT ATA. 


THE GOLDFINCHK TO CHLOB, 


RECITATIVE. 


O Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung, 
The charms of heavenly liberty, 
gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free: 
Is priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtent plain, 
et, ere he flies, pours forth the parting ſtrain. 


AIR. 


ſnilt to the diſtant vale I wing, 

or wait the Now return of ſpring, 

ather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 

han in my Chloe's warmer cell, 

give me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee . 
Irlt was taught ſweet liberty. 


nas the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 
th genial warmth the drooping year, 
tell upon the topmoſt ſpray 

j ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 

lin my priſon learn'd from thee 
watble forth ſweet liberty, 


W. Waſt 2 
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Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor captive, teels ; 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds for thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his liberty. 


s O N &. 


I'LL THINK ON THEE, MY LOVE. 


N ſtorms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll and lightning fly,; 
Amidſt theſe dread and dire alarms 
I think, my Sally, on thy charms ; 
The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove 
Laſh'd to the helm 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I'll think on thee my love. 


When rocks appear on every fide, 
And art is vain the ſhip to guide, 
In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thought of death my boſom cheers: 
The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 


I'll think on thee my love. 


But ſho 
Diſpel t 
And wa 
Gate to: 
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But ſhould the gracious pow'rs prove kind, 
PDiſpel the rceks, and ſt I the wind, 
And waft me to tny arn'. once more, 
Cafe to my long loſt native thore: 
No m: re the main 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender joys improve z 
I then with thee 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love. 


80 N Us 
THE STREAMLET. 


Sung in the Noodman. 


[HE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, 
| Al the charms of my Emily knew; 
dow oft” has its courſe been forgot, 

While it paus d her dear image to woo, 


lieve me, the fond ſilver tide, 
Knew from wien = it deriv'd the fair prize, 
or filently ſweiiing with pride, 

It reflected her back to the ſkies, 
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WHITHER, MY LOVE, hen th 
Are de 

Sung in the Haunted Tower, o our f 
With | 


T7 HITHER, my love, ah! whither ait !; 
gone, 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn, 
Say, by thy heart, ſhall falſhood eber be known? 
Ahl no, no, no, the ſelfiſh thing's his own: 
The heart he gave, with ſo much care, 
Still ſhelter'd in my breaſt I wear, 
Yet for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 


NCT 
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THE TRUE BRITON, With ar 

claſp'd 

Sung by Mr. Incledon. And fon 

HEN our enemies riſe and defiance proclain raging 
Undaunted to battle we fly; Where ( 

Forget the ſoft ties that enervate the frame, thutl dei 
And fight till we conquer or die : N nd vin; 
Our ſweethearts we leave, nay our children and en checl 
And brave all the danger of wars, et reaſo! 
We figat that the reſt may live peaceable lives, own aff 


And ſtand till the laſt in their cauſe, ut thine 


1 


the heat of the battle, when loud cannon's roar, 
And the wounded our vengeance excite, 

e muſter our men, more enrag'd than before, 

And with double the fury we fight ; 

hen th' tumult is o'er, and th' unfortunate ſlain, 
Are decently laid in the ground, 

our friends and our homes we return once again, 
With honor and victory crown'd. 


—— 


? S ON C. 


WILLIAM AND ANN. 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


NCHEERING was the fatal morn, 
The clouds aſſum'd a ſable hue, 

aen William bent his ſteps, forlorn, 

To bid his lovely Ann adieu : 

th anxious cares and grief oppreſt, 

With anguiſh rankling in his heart, 

claſp'd tbe fair-one to his breaſt, 

And fondly cry'd, we ſoon muſt part. 


oclain raging hoſtile ſeas I go, 
Where Galia's ſons diipute our fame, 
hurl deſtruction on the foe, 
nd vindicate the Britiſh name : 
ungen check, my love, that burſting tear, 

et realon's force thy grief controul ; 
If own affliction I can bear, 

ut thine diſtreſs me to the ſoul, 

'Tho? 
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Tho' boift'rous winds around me blow, 
Tho? angry billows round me ſwell, 
For thee my conſtant breaſt ſhall glow, 


The tender thought on ther ſhall dwell 3 


Thus ſpoke the youth, and ſigh'd adieu, 
Then ſought the gallant veſſel's ſide, 
Dark fate her keeneſt arrow drew, 


And William bravely fought—and dy'd, 


N Got 
JOHNNY WAS A PIPER'S SON, 
Sung by Mir. Holling worth. 


OHNNY was a piper's ſon, 
Jenny was a fidler's daughter 

johnny tun'd his oaten reed, 

And Jenny ſung as Johnny taught her?: 
Oh! Johnny, blithe and bonny, 

Oh! Johnny, o'er the water; 
Johnny gay, his pipe would play, 

And Jenny ſung as Johnny taught her, 


Down the meadow, through the grove, 
O'er the hill they oft' were ſtraying, 
By the murmuring river's fide, 
Johnny tic'd her out a maying 
Oh! Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Oh! Johnny o'er the water, 
Johnny gay, his pipe would play, 
And jenny ſung as Johnny taught her. 
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TO ME A SMILING INFANT CAME, 


O me a ſmiling infant came, 

And told me friendſhip was his name, 
ind I—an! well-a-day— 

ſe preſs'd the urchin to my breaſt, 

here ſoon he robb'd my ſoul of ref, _ 
Twas love—ah! well-a-day. 


en ſhould you e'er the traitor meet, 
ne er believe his accents ſweet, 

or he— ah! well- a-day— 

| flatter only to betray, 

wounds the heart, then flies away, 
lie love—ah! well-a-Caye 


s ON C. 


NO MORE THAT ANGEL FORM TO VIEW. 


O more that angel form to view, 

No more that ſeraph tongue to hear, 
more the figh—the loft adieu, 
o more to ſhed the parting tear. 


m thee am for ever torn, 

long lov'd fair, my ſoul's beſt prize; 
a” it's drear ſcenes I ſtray forlorn, 
ON in my path no flow'ts ariſe, 


Deſpair 
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Deſpair and grief my ſteps purſue, 
Thus parted from my Sylvia dear; 
No more her angel form to view, 
No more her ſeraph tongue to hear. 


— 


3 N. 
THE WANDERING SAILOR, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


HE wand” ring failor ploughs the main, 


A competence in life to gain 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho' dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes, when toll and danger's ober, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl, the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho' each his fav'rite fair may boaſt, 
'This is the univerſal toaſt : 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. 
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IN THE LOW WINDING VALE, 


Sung by Mr. Sec/gwicks 


| the low winding vale that's refieſh'd by the 
ſtream, 
here the convent of N'ichalas ſtood, 
vineyard invites the ſun's ripening beam, 
And, believe me, Ne produce is good: 
How tl.e monks in their day, 
Muft have ſwizz'd it away, 
nat let a cluſter eſcape; 
Till their cheeks, I fone, 
In an afternoon's doze, 


Was as puzple and plump as the grape. 


» mou!dering walls are conceal'd by the fruit; 
dad the liquor you'll fay is divine, 
the clay of the fat ers (til! clings to the rect; 
Jar cups overiiow with the wine: 

How the monks in thoir day 

Muſt have ſwigg' it away, 
DO they'd not let a clutter eſcape 

ill their ct e:ks, I ſuppoſe, 

In an afternoon's doze, 
Were as purple and plump as the grape. 
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OOO — 
8... N.. ©. © 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


HR O' foreſts drear I once did ſtray, 
Where ev'ry ſongſter us'd to ſav, 
O loiter here, *tis nature's ſpring, 
«' Thy cartol ſweet dear minſtrel ſing.“ 


Sweet birds, I cry*d, could I, like you, 
« Aſcend the faec of heav'n to view, 
«Like you I'd welcome nature's ſpring, 
« My cairol ſweet for ever ſing.“ 
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LET'S RANGE THE FIELDS, MY SALLY» 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


RIMROSES deck'd the bank's green fide, 
Cowſl'ps enrich'd the valley, 
The blackbird woos his deſtin'd bride, 
Let's range the fields my Sally, 


The devious path our ſteps ſhall bring 
To yonder happy groves 

Where nightingales delighted fing, 
And zephyrs whiſper love. 
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k ſweeteſt flowers a wreath I'll twine, 
ck that m. deſt brow of hine; 

We LEW! vantſh ev ry fror, 

crown thee gougets of the ycat. 


Ss Q.:-N: 
THE Fl.OWER-GIRLs 


Sung by Mrs. Leœaver. 


roverty's garb tho? tis true I'm array'd, 
Yet zocund with me paſs the hours: 
mMment is mine, tiw' a pour ruſtic maid, 
heerful cry who'll buy {weet flow'rs ? 
E roles ſhall give gitls a warning, 
1ttiofſe beauties thoſe dimple they prize, 
3 ace fo much pains in adurning 

Ke the roſe Wit hers and dies: 

an whom fortune her affluence pours, 


vurchale, I pray ye, a wreath of ſweet flow'tss 


Ning doch the face of all nature infpire, 
gladdens the earch with his thow'rs ; 

cold hoary iroſt trom tn, meadows retire, 
n Icheerful cry won buy ſweet flowers 

ladies I pray take a warning, 

not beauty alone you mould prize, 

| bg tre fh and blivoming this morning, 

the Morrow eit witners and dies: 
e 00 whom fortune her affluence pours, 
purchaſe, I pray ye, a wreath of ſweet flow'rs, 
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L It love thou art—then farewell reſt, ; fathe 
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g Since doom'd Jam to love thee, fair, en 
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i Yet kill me not with cold deſpair, Ode 
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| o DEARLY 1 LOVE SOMEBODY, 
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q Sung by Mrs. Mountain, 
5 ; Fung 
F all the ſwains both far and near, 
5 Or eer my eyes did ſee, RET JI 
| Ive but one fincerely deir, Still ! 
And truly he loves me: (hall m 
1 | While I 
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be vouth is ever where I am, 
And does ſo tweetly woo z 
O dearly I love ſomebody, 
Love ſome body, love ſomebody, 
do indeed love ſomebody ; 
But cannot, but cannot, 
But cannot, won't tell who. 


ter ſome ſtory I deviſe, 
To talk of love a bit, 
father gently chiding, cries 
Tis time enough as yet: 
my dear lad does not ſay ſo, 
do kind is he and true; 
O a-orly 1 love ſomebody, &c. 


be ting is bought, and, better ſtill, 
(ts true upon my life) 
ke prieſt will make us, O he will, 
Next Sunday, man and wife 
js then I ſhall be made a bride, 
in truth I wiſh it too, 

For dearly 1 love ſomebody, &c. 
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THE $SOLDIER'S FAREWELL: 


Sung by Mr. Dignum and Mrs. Franklin. 


JRETTY maid, adieu, I muſt haſte to battle, 
Still I think on you, midſt the cannons rattle $ 

hall meet anon tho* we now are parted, 

while I am gone, Polly proves true hearted, 


dwhen the war is over be married, 
F 3 
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Gallant ſoldier, yes, tho? to part is grieving, 
Still my greateſt bliſs is in tace believing; 
Hope elates my ſong, ſure to ſigh is folly, 

We ſhall meet 'ere long, if you love your Pall, 
And when the war, &c. 


When you're far away, tho' the thought's 4i0: of 
I'll by night and day call for you each bleſſing; 
But when battle's o'er, and your country's rip 
We will part no more, no our vows are plightes. 
And when the war, &Cc. 

Sigh not, charming maid, tho' I go campa'gn'ns, 
War's a ſoldier's trade, coward fear difd1iining; 
Love ſhall ſoon remove doubt and melancholy, 
And my paſhon prove true to pretty Polly. 
Anu when tne war, &c. 


Then ro more we'll part Never, ah! no, never= 
Heart ſhail link to heart Nought ſhall us ger ivr; 
Thea we'll live and love thou my only treaſur: 
Ani cach hour prove— Love ſhall know 10 mea 
And when the war, &c. 
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THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT. 


Sung by Mr. Collius 


Na cottage I live, and the cot of content, 
As its roof t neither lofty nor low, 

May hoaft that *tis bleſt like a patriarch's tent; 
Wich all the kind gods can bcitow 3 
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Tis 1 ation thit yields me a ſpring of delight, 
Waich lordlings miy envy to lee 
: Anja King might b-hoid it, an! tay, does this wight 
J. Ableſſing pollels more than me. 


My tenement ſtands on the brow of a hill, 


zeit Where on mamm n "and pride I loo down 

Fe While the cuckoo's note j»in'd with the clack of the 
INC mill, 

ed. I prefer to the clack of the town: 


Of my houſe Pm the ſov'reign, my wife is my queen, 
And ſhe rules while the leeks to obey 3 
Taus the autumn of life, like the tpring-tide ſerene, 
Makes November as the :zrful as May. 


Ile down with the lamb, and riſe with the lark, 
f. alth, .pirits, and vigour to ſhare, 
For feel on my piilow no thorns in che dark, 
Wnich the dend of the day piant-d there: 
Ani tho' bigots each night, to elude heav'ns wraths 
To their taints an their wooden gods pray; 
. * * © * ' * 
Superſtition I court not for daggers of lath, 
In my lleep to drive demons away. 


Vet let not the eg tiſt boalt of his bliſs, 
Nor to ſelf be lit-'s comtorts conſin'd; 

As he certainly m<rit: ail bleſſings to miſs, 
Wio has no ſocial impulſe of mind: 

For my friend I've 2 board, 2 bot he, and bed, 
Aud more welcome that friend it he's por; 

Nor al! he Who looks up tor a ſlice of my bre 


% 


They? a vor be mut from my door. 


F & 


„ 

No ſervont I ſtint, nor put key on my cock, 
To lave a poor hon of ſmall beer; 

Nor buttery nor pantty difgrac'd with a lock, 
Shail proclaim that old gripe-all ſtarves here; 

For the miter on bolts and on bars may depend, 
To keep tiieve's and obbers at bay; 

But domeſtic attachment my houſe ſhall defend, 
From tree-vooters by n gat and by day. 


$0 8:4 


EK TRIC'S BANKS, 


N Ptrick banks, ae ſummer's night, 


At glog ming when the ſheep drave hame, 


Int my laſſi bra and tight, 
Ci m w:idiny baref ot a' her lane: 

My lt grewlight, | rin, 1 flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 

And kits'd and kept her there fu' lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 


Ita, my L.e, will ye go 
To ti .41galand hills, the Farſe to learn, 
I' baith g''e thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to brig of Earn: 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herring at the Broomielaw ; 
Cheer up your heart, my bonnie laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


Ailvay V 
Wien 


Jon as | 
At nig 
Vl} ſcrew 
And t 
Till the 


Qur p! 


ne wh 
An | 8 


1]: meet 


d echo 


All 


, 
2808-3 
ail day when we have wrought eneugh, 
Wien winter, troſt, and inaw begin, 
don as the tun gaes weft the loch, 
At night When ye fit down to ſpin, * 1 
pal ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring, | 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring 4 
Qur pleaſant lummer back again. 


EY 


dene when the trees are in their bloom, 
Anlguwans glen o'er ilka field, 
Il mect. my lats amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer thield : 
Then fat fiac a' their ſcornfu' din, 
at make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
laugh and kiſs, and dance and fing; 
And. gar the langeit day ſeem thor:, 


r 
11 
Wel! 


. 


RoSsLIN CASTLF, 

” if 

* in that ſeaſon of the year, * 
| When all things gay and feet appear, + If 
1 Colinz with the morning ay, I 
re and ſung bis rural lay: N | 
| Nanny's charms the thepterd ſung, | 
be hies and dies with Nanny rung, | 


Wench hn Ciltic heard te tſwaing 
Wecnu d back the cheerfnt train. 


All F 5 


* 
— 

T 

\ 

1 
* 

5, 

© | 


( 206 ) 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and ling 
Awake and join the vocal throng, 


Soon, 
Drive 


Who hail the morning with a ſong : V hat 
To Nanny raile the cheerful Jay, Sons 
O bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, By thi 
And add new gracs to the morn. By 1 
By th: 
O hark! my love, on ev'ry ſpray >q : 
Fach feather'd warbler tunes bis lay! iz, t 
*Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd ſong, Let 
And we infpires the melting throng : Fiout | 
'Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, ſoy 


For rapture darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my fling boſom warms, 
And fils my foul with ſweet alai ms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay 

Vith rapture calls, O come away! 

Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 

Around that modeſt brow of. thine ; 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring N A 


That beauty blooming like the ſpring z Anc 
PT - 2 1 . I he vel 
Theſe graces that divinely ſhine, 1e ile 
And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of mine. n 
: 
, With fre 
i Re ſung 
Y the gaily circling glaſs, The ter 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; ler . 

- , | i» } 7 U as ? 
Þy che hollow caſk we're told, But Susie 


How the waning night grows old: ler bieat 


107 


ddon, too ſoon the buſy day, 

Drives us from our ſport away; 1 
What have we with day to do ? | 
Sons of care twas made for you. þ 


By the filence of the owl, 

By the ch'rping on the thorn, 
By the butts that empty roll; 

We forete!] the appioach of morn ; 
Fill, then fill the vacant glaſs, 

Let no precious moment ſlip; 
Fiout the moraltzing als, 

ſoy finds entrance at the lip, 


830 N 8. 


THE YELLOW HAIR'D LAPD DIE. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 


And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 4 
The yellow hair'd Iiddie would of.entimes go, \ 
Te wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees { 

grow. 4 

1 

There, undei the ſhade of a ſacred old thorn, | 
Wien freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and mern, 9 
Re ſung with fo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, > i 


That ſyIvans and fairics unſeen danc'd around. 


ine ſhepherd thus ſung, tho' young Maddie be fair 

Her beauty is daſh'd w'th a ſcornful proud air: 

but Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ting, 

er bieath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpiing. 
F6 T hat 


; 
: 


= 


nd 


( 103 ) 
That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of ber youth, Tue br 
Like the moon, was inconitant, ani never (pole zug sic 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour'd, and tres, 1 
And tair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the lea, he 
S | hicts 
That Mamma's fine daughter with all her great dus I toll 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour ; Tat ig 
y Jy 9 * Je en 
Then, ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, To t 
The witty ſweet Suſan his miſtrels might be. 
——— — —— 
632. 
TO THE GREENWOOD GAKG WI' ME; N 
H 
O ſpeer my love wi' glances fa'r, 
n | And ple 
The woodland laddie came ; wth 6, 
He vo v'd he would be ay fincere, 3 
And thus he ſpake his flame: ** 8 
The morn is blithe, my bonnie fair, 9 : C 
As blithe as blithe can be, * 
To the greenwood gang my laſſis dear, YE 
T” e gr. ang WI : 
Jo the gr.enwood gang wi me. Yoang 
: Tha 
The lad wi love was fo oppre ſs'd, % 
I wad na ſay him nay ; 1 


My lips he kiſs'd, my hand he preſs'd, w— 8 
While tripping o'er the bras: ; | 

Dear lad, I cry'd, thour't trig and fair, 
And biithe as blithe can be; 

To the greenwood gang, my laddie dear, 
To the greenwoyd gang i' me. 


109 ) 


* - 


The bridal day is come to paſs, * 
So Sic joy was never teen; | 
z Vow 1 am c4ll'd the woodland lafs, F 
The woodland laddie's queen: 't 
[1!:( the morn ſo freth and fair; 1 

W. told my mind ſo tree, 
To the gr »r2enwood gang my laddie doar, 
To the greenwobs gang wi' me. 1 
I 


30 . 


THE BRAES OT YARROW. 


HE ſun juſt glancing thro' the trees, 
Gave light and joy to ilka grove, 
And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze, 
Awaken'd hope and ſlumb' ring love: 
wan jenny fung wi' hearty glee, 
To charm her winſome marrow, 
My bonn;2 laddie gang wi' me, 


Well o'er the braces of Yarrow. 


Young Sandy was the blitheſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on bonny brae; 

Nat laſs could ken him free fra pain, 
Sage gracetul kind, ſae fair aud gay 

And jenny ſung, &c. 

He kiſs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 
Her ſparkling e'en had won his heert, 

No ais the youth had cer betray? 
No tzar had wy the lad no art; 

And Jenny ſung, &c 


* 


S .0.-:N 8. 
THE LAST TIME 1 CAME O'ER THE Mon, 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
left my love behind me; 

Ye pow'rs what pain do l endure, 

When ſoft ideas mind me: 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 

The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 

In fit retreats for wooing. 


* 
—— — 


— 
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Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 

We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
1 Till night ipread her black curtain: 
10 I pitied all beneath the ſkics, 

E'en Kings, when ſhe was nigh me, 
| In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where carnons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Wher2 dangers may lurround me: 
Yet hopes again to fee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kites, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpe ct of ſuch bliſſes. 


1 


V ul there's not one p'ace 


| 
Nes 112 
e 11412 


excels in every grace, 
Ia her my Doe ſhall center 2 


ner my icas in mas eaſe to flow, 
Their“ es 1 ne > Aips t over; 3 
A. 81 enten ide {hail rot 


5 reo » 


* 


Before I ceale to lzve her. 


nyt time 1 gig no? ov 4 nen uir, 
alia lover nnd me, 


* 


11 my f 1: £1 15 tirm : ind ure, 
5 Bind tre: 
* . ! * 
men's ſacred bonds mal!! chain 


iy huart to bor lair bo:om ; 

re, nile my being does rema ny 
11 nt | ab 
My love more freſh hall bietfum, 


A» 
—=— = 


— ——— —-—-— 4. a 


8 O0 N 8. 


TWEED SIDE, 


THAT beauties 


j 


does Flora diſcloſe, 
How tweet are her ſmiles upon IL 
Let Mary's (till ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed : 
lo duty nor ſweet biuſhing roſe, 
No r all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
wr Twesd gentiy gliding thro? theſe; 
Such beauty and p.eaſure does yield. 


[ne warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 

Ihe backbird, and ſweet coving dove, 

Win muſic 2nchaat ev'ry butk ; 


weeds 


1 


Come, let us go forth to the meal, 
- Let us fee how the priarrotes ſpring, 
Wei! lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
An! love while the feather'd folks Gag. 


How does my love pals the lang day, 
Does Mary not tend a few theep ? 
Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 
While happily the lies afleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhauld lull ker to reſt; 
Kind natuie indulging my bliſs, | 
To relieve the ſoſt pins ot my breaſt, 
d itcal an ambrotial kit:, 


1 

*Tis the does the virgins excel, 
| | No beauty with her may compare: 
Kove's graces around her do dw: i, 
1 She's faireſt where thouſands are fa'rs 
1 Say? charmer, me do thy flocks fri y, 
| Oh! teil me at noon where they feed; 
| Shail 1 ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
1 Cr. p lcaſanter banks of the 'I weec, 
1 
8 
3 


O GREEDY MIDAS, 


GREEDY Midas, I've been told, 


O uad I but a-pow'r libe thing, 
1 d Urn wha: e” CT 1 tuch To WW ties 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my: fo: er 

b 3 ) 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wondJ'ring at the mighty change, 

Smould in their native regions burn. 


That what you touch you turn do gold: 


Lor ſho! 
Unto 
uy: fart 
And 


. 


bo thu 
Alas! 

iy vow; 
Unhet 
he bon 
Was v 


hat day 
No m 
though 
So {we 
try'd tc 
In wo: 
UC now 
I: fade 


e rural 
Why t 
mak 
ind le 
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(or ſhould there any dare t' approach 
Unto my mantling ſparkling ſhrine, 
ju: firſt ſhouli pay their vows to me, 
And ſtile me only god of wine | 


S 0 N 8. 


BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIP, 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwaing 
ll tell how Peggy grieves me; 

do chus J languiſh and complain, 

Alas! ſhe ne*er ſhe ne'er believes me: 

iy vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 

Unheeded never move her, 

he bonny buſh aboon traquair, 

Was where 1 firſt did love her, 


hat day ſhe ſmil'd and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 

So lweetiy there to find her: 

try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 

In words that I thought tener; 1 
ut now her frowns make it decay, | 
I: fades as in December. | 4 


e rural pow'rs who hear my ſtrains, il 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? | 
, make her partner in my pains, | 
und let her ſmiles relieve me 


K NET 6 
— 


— ·˙— VC i 


- — — — 2 A* es _ 


(- 134) 


If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender, 
I'Il leave the buſh aboon traquair, 
To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


SQ N 8.0 


FRIEND AND PITCHER, 


| HE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will till defire to grew richer, 
Give me but theſe 1 aſk no more, 
My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher: 
My friend fo rare, my girl ſo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer? 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 


With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


From morning. ſun I'd never grieve 

To toll a hedger, or a ditcher, 
It that when I come home at eve, 

I might enjoy my friend and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &Cc, 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can bewitch her; 
With all my heart can I be poor, 


With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


My friend ſo rare, &c, 


—ů — — 


Yet 
Unve: 

And 
'Tis n 


] dear! 
No 
Tx”! 


tr 0 | 
Anc 


* 4 
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NEW FRIEND AND PITCHER, 


IHE ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright, if 

I iwear, with reaſon, is my teacher 1 

And if my minute glaſs runs right, / 
We've time to deink another pitcher : 
'Tis not yet day, tis not yet day, | 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor? 14 
Until the ſun- beams round us play, | 
Let's jocund puſh about the pitchers | 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 

And ſleep at niglit to grow much richer 
But what is all the 0:14 can ſay, 

Compar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitchers 
'Tis not yet day, &c. 
Tho' one may boaſt a handſome wife, 

Yet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Unvex'd I live a cbeerful life, 

And boldly call tor Cother pitchers 
'Tis not yet day, &c. 


dearly love a hearty man, 
No ſneaking milk-ſop, Jemmy Twitcher, 
Who loves a laſs, and loves a glaſs, f 
And boldly calls for t'other pitcher, 
$43 not yo days &&. 


$8ONC, 


j 


— er Gee GL” 
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| 
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: 
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WHEN RURAL LADS AND LASSES CT. 


þ HAT rural lads and laſſes gay, 
[ 


Prociaim'd the birth of roſy Mays 


When round the may pole, on the green, 
The ruftic dancers a.l were ſeen : 

*T was there young Jenny met my view, 
Her like before I never knew; 

She lung ſo ſweet, and danc'd fo gay 
Alas! the danc'd my heart away. 


At eve when cakes and ale went round, 
I plac'd me next her on the ground; 
With harmleſs mirth and pleating jeſt, 
She ſhone more bright than all the reſt x 
I talk'd of love and preſs'd her hand, 
Ah! who could ſuch a nymph withſtand, 
Well pleas'd ſhe heard what I could fay, 
Alas! ſhe lur'd my heart away. 

She ſung ſo ſweet, &c. 


She often heav'd a tender ſigh, 

Woile rapture ſparkled in her eye; 

So winning was her face and air, 

It might the coldeſt heart enſnare : 

But when J aſk'd her for my bride,, 
And, bluſhing, ſhe to wed comply'd, 
What youth on earth could ſay her nay, 


Whoſe charms might ſteal all hearts away. 


She ſung lo ſweet, &c. 


SONG, 


CEP 1 


S:..-Q N 8. 
THE WEDDING DAY, 


TT] HAT virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or groves 

\ Will envy my innocent lays, 

Tae long of the heart, and the offspring of love, 
When lung in my Cory don's praile ; 

O'er brook and o'er brake as he ties to the bowr, 
How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip; 

And ſure when ot love he deſcribes the toft pow'r, 
The honey dew drops from Lis lip. 


How ſweet is the primroſe, the violet how ſweet; 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze, 

But Corydon's kiſs, when by mor nlight we meet, 
To me is far fweeter than thee : 

Ii:luſh at his raptures, I hear ail his vows, 
| figh when I ofter to ſpeak, 

And, Oh! what delight my fond boſom o'erflows, 
When I feel the loft touch of his check. 


Reſponſive and ſhr:ll Le the notes from euch ſpray, 
Let tne pipe thro” the village reſcund, 

Be ſin les in each face O ye ſhepheras to-day, 
And ring the bells merrity round; 

Your favors prepare, my compan ons with ſpeed, 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 

Atwelvemonth aps on this day I agreed, 
To be my !oy'a Corydon's |x.. e. 


— — — —— 


1 


S G NN 8. 
THE MELLOW TON D HORN. 


HE grey-ey'd Aurora in ſaffron array, 
Twixt my curtains in vain took a peep; 
And tho* broader and broader ſtiil brighten'd theday, 
Noi:ght could rouſe me ſo ſound did I ſleep ; 
At length roſy Phœbus look'd full in my face, 
Full and fervent, but nougkt would not do, 
Till the dogs yelp'd impatient and long' d for the chace 
And ſhouting appear'd the whole crew: 
Come on yoics honies, hark forward, my boys, 
There ne'er was fo charming a morn, 
Fellow, follow, wake echo to ſhare in our joys, 
Now the muſic now ec! 6, 
Mark mark, hark hark, 
The ſilver-mouth'd hound and the mellow-toncd 
horn. 


Freſh as that ſmiling morning from which they drew 
health, 

My companions are ranged on the plain, 

B'e{t with roſy contentment that nature's beſt wealth 
Which monarchs aſpire to in vain : 

Now ſpirits like fire ev'ry boſom invade, 
And now we in order ſet out, 

While each ne'ghb'ring valley, rock, woodland and 


Revolleys the air-rending ſhout, 
Come on yoics, &c. 


Now 


My Reyr 
Now W. 
it the ſc 
While e 
ck! Ba! 
The fox 
an he* 
Now, n 
me on 


om the 
No lony 
rd, jad 
And co 
no 
Where 
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e wept 
And ga 
he wall 
With & 
ay, eve 
Was er 


W 


BW. ES 


x Reynard's unearth'd and runs fairly in view, 
Now we've loſt him ſo ſubtly he turns; 

t the ſcent lies ſo ſtrong, ill we fearleſs purſue, 
While each object impatiently burns; 

ik! Babler gives tongue, and fleet Driver and Sly, 
The fox now the covert forſakes, 

an he's in view, let us after him fly, 

Now, now to the river he takes, 

me on yoics, &c. 


om the river poor Reynard can make but one puſh, 


No longer ſo p:0udly he flies, 

rd, jaded, worn out, we are cloſe at his bruſh, 
And conquer'd by numbers he dies: 

| now in high glee to the board we repair, 
Where fat as we jovially quaſt, 

portion of merit let every man ſhare, 

And promote the coav;viai laugh: 

ime on yoics, &c. 


CN 8. 
TRE DEATH OF WOLFF, 


Na mouldering cave, a wretched retreat, 
Biittannia ſat waſted with care; 

e wept for her Wolfe, then exclaim's againſt fate, 

And gave herielf up to defpair : 

he walls of her cell ſue had ſculptur'd around, 

With th* exploits of her favorite ſcn 

ay, even the duſt, as it lay on the ground, 

Was engrav'd with ſome deeds he had done. 


The 


3 


The Sire of the Gods, from his chryſtaline th 


Beheld the diſconſolate dame, 


And, mov'd with her tears, ſent Mercury don, 


And theſe were the tidings that came ; 
Britannia forbear, not a figh nor a tear, 
For thy Wolfe, fo deſerve<dly lov'd; 
Ty griet ſhall be chang'd into tumults of joy 
For Wolfe Is not dead but remov'd. 


The ſons of the earth, the proud g giants of ol 1, 
Have fled from their darkome aboges ; 

Anil, ſuchis the news that in! Heaven 18 toll 
They are marching to war wich the 2 TR 

A council was held in the chamber ot jove, 
And this was their final decree; 


hat Wotie ſhould be cail* dt 0 the army 15 e, 


And the charge was eniruied to me. 


To the plains of Quebec with the orders I flow, 


Wolfe begg'd fora moment's delay; 

He ride & e let me victory n 
© And then the commands l'i} ob-y 

With a darkening film I encompats'd his ey 28, 
Ani bore him away in an urn, 


Lett che findnets he bore to his own native nere 


Niigzt tempt him again to returti, 


C- 2903 


3 ON. 


HES FAR AWAY. 


Sung by Miſs Leake, in the Smugglers. 4! 


| 1 * my love ever travell'd the diſtance from 
14 me, 1 
What proof of his truth could be clearer ? j 
heart would be dancing with tranſport and gleeg 1 
la my boſom as light as a feather ; 1604 
But he's far away if i 
For many a day, | 
And left me his abtence to mourn '\ 0 
Yet his vows were ſo true, | 
When he bade me adieu, 
That J fondly will hope his return, 


n he comes—at the thought I ſhould dance all | 4 

the day, i ; 

tor truth no diſguiſe ought to knew; { x 

4 en he comes —twill my conſtancy more than repay * 


and my joy will in ther's overflow ; 
But he's far away, | 
For many a Cay, 
And left me his abſence to mourn 1.0 


Yet his vows were ſo true, th 
When he bade me adieu, ſ 
That I fondly will hope his return, | 


i 


G 


WS. 


ZE RY MAN IN HIS-STATIONo 


0 5 * * .. * 
Sung by LAY, Svett. 


N/ 17 > ot fat! rs be fore me „1 ve hear 4 th 
* V 74 Puriu: 4 this vile Ca Ii: ny t r 27" | 
Some twiſt in their nature has lure: v de!cende, 


Or long before this tine their ion mult 
. 4 * c 
For every man in hid ſtation, 
From father to n 
'The en has run; 
We catch what we cat 
Yes, that 's our plan 
-9 Ja ID + 4 e , 
Tis a duty to labour in our vocation. 


Few ofthe mneles T fear have been god, 
Ali rogues Hom the conqueſt, perhips t 

It my anceſtors hen, un all conicience w 
Tis true filial love to puriue their exar 
For every man in lis ſtation, &. 
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IN TATTER'D WEZ D. 
Surg by Maſter Welſh. 


"dM tatter'd weed, from town to town, 

Is apleſs Princole doom'd to ſtray, 
C.mpeld, a write ied w and'rer known, 
Jo Eck a home rom day to da: 
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What lubber then like him ſo gay, 


His grog drowns all his forruw, 
For damme if tis foul to-day, 
*Tis ſure to right to-morrow. 


He ſprinzs on ſhore aſſur'd to meet 

The partner lov'd mort dearly ; 
In merry dance, with nimble rect, 
Jo pipe and tabor chieer! 
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TU E VILLAGE MAID, 


— . 6” 4 # -2 ' 
THE v'llazz mail, with muddy charme, 
Some peaſant lad 'wdrg rs, 


| 
Rows not a fear but thoſe alarms, 
His ruſtic heart inſpires; 

Ar ev'ning homewa:d as the hies, 
By oo lind fide cor fountain, 
Sh liftens to with ſweet ſurprize, 
Fiz pipe upon the mountain. 


More lovely far when mornings breaths 


Improves her roſ:ate hue; 
And meets her on the broomy heath, 
As ſweet as playful toe; 
Returning home at fall of night, 
By woodland ſide or fountain, 
She liſtens to with new delight, 
His pipe upon the mounta'n. 
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THE WAVES RETRAFATING. 
Sung by Miſs L:ake and Maſter W«Ifþ, F 


HE waves retreating from the ſhore, 
In inurmars qu-t> the printleſs ſand, 
O er the green rock the -ges pours 
The white fo:m lingers 6: the ſtrand: 
We'll farc the ſtor: the wate > leave, 
Wheihcr of ſea weed or uf hell, 
Till fink ng in thy wo rn wave, 
The ſun's laſt ray a oi fr ewell, 


Sg  0-:N 0, 
RAST THOU FORGOT THE O.\F, 
Sung by Mr, Dignum. 
| AST thou forget the oal: that throws 


It's reverend arm acro!s the tide, 
Winch o er the root in ſilence flows, 
From noon's broad beam its courſe to hide ? 
My Stella there was us'd to ſtray, 
When no obtruſive foot was nigh, 
At peep of dawn or ſetting day, 
| To thare the oft” repeated figh, 
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Then tear for tear wou! ity itarts 
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Ens nigate-echo bak TO gh. 


Sung dy Mr. Rely, in Mabme#, 
Wit f cep has clos'd the trav' er's ; 
ang lat gue opnret: Cy 

lum) ring Oft, ſerene ne lies, 
nd 1.nisimndowny reſt, 
nm pſes of the moon, 

Springs the Keak' on his prey; 
Or beneath the ſcorching ncon, TY) 

Bears Uh loaded wealth away. \ V/ 
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But tho? in hours of ſweet repoſc 
His ſpoll the rover leele, LIeY nt; 
Yet oi? concern for human wo Lam 
Impearls his glowing cheek: Witte 
When the capuve fair-one pleads, Aud x 
Beauty, born to be ador'd, 
While reſiſtance round him bleeds, 
Beauty triumphs o'er his ſword. 
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When morn peeps in her twilight grey, 
And lights up half the ſky, 

O'er dew drops ſwift we hie away, 
And zone our ſteps eſpy. 


— — 
0. 
THE WAN' DRIN CG ARABE8, 
Sung by Mi Kelly, Sedgwick and Dignum, 


E, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care, 
Let the notes of love reſound 
And the ruby cup go round: 
While the gale its fragrance brings, 
And the ſummer flowret ſprings. 


EN OR U. 


We, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 


Who can tell to-morrow's doom ? 
If the roſe of life ſhall bloom? 
Or, beneath the blighting ſhade, 
Droop untimely, pine, and fade: 
We, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly ſrom ſorrow, laugh at care. 
We, who, &c. 
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Nrrer more t tate of pleiſute, 
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Sung by Sig. Storace and Irs, Bland, 


m.:ces 
While :21=cing her paces he trips on her way! 
Obterve how alarming! how hopeleſs the caſe is! 
dne tuns that new faces are ſure of the day; 
210 ergaving, each moment replying ch eh 


CY 


$ oy” Vi how enchanting, what airs and gri- 


Ti: £2U&1, L 
St. lia, vtirg and dying, Oh! dear, well-a-day, 
nein fh creature, my mirth you excite, 


A p<:100 lo Cuarnuny mult always delight, 


07.00 4s 


TT YRANT- Loe. 
Su 18 by I iſs Miſter. 


E] HEN with wiſhes ſoft and tanfer 

F \ Love has once the egit impieis'd, 
Fire de thy treedom to ſwrender, 

Hope no more, fond heart, to reſt! 
* g 

1; tae tyrant s ſtern decree; 
Ye! co ceem eoch figh a treaſure, 

Vearcr far than liberty. 
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4 II! hoplels yout!, tn grandeur born, el 
; "L0414are its dau, ers, feet its woes; 010 


| 
g 
f 


„„ eee —VLͤ 


To heave tus lead the ieaman fprang, 
And to the; loc cheerly lun, w 19 
Ind tio? 


0 N 0. Nr 


Tp 4 
OH! HAPLESS YOUT!> By 
, 2 go9” þ 44 
Duns 2 Mis Filter, n 
as Vit 


Deſcend, in àsſerts thus forlorn, 0 
The fleeting charm that grandeur knows. : 

How bieſt to be a ſhepherd born, Wh 

1% taſte the e a content beſtows; 1 
Nor anxious fear a lurking thorn, : 8 
Wuere nature ſpicads tlie lurking tnora. 3 
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N 0. 
THE UFAVING OF TRE LEADs 


Sung by Hr. Incladan. 
OR Enzland, when, with fav'ring Sale, 
Q ur \ Salla. iT hip up channel ges A CG, 
And fcc; 116 under caſy tall, 


The high bluz weſtern laad appear'd, 
N AM 


Cor 


by che GE -1 Ane. | 
« 1N£ dd. 


An! bearing RED Jain the * t, 
Come. v ell nown og: kept in view, 
Oct, 


An abboy- tower, an rbour 

Or beacon, to che vet! pgs - 
Wille oft the lead the teatnun lungs 
And to the piiot cheerly fung, 

Dy the mark icven. 


J. 2, as the much-lov'd thore we near, 
Vith tranſport we behold the roof, 

Were dweils a friend, or partner dear, 

J: $4142 and love a matchleſs proof; 
donc more the ſraman lungs 

+6 the pilot cheerly ſung, 

luatter leſs five. 


Now to her berth the ſhip draws night, 
Ve take in ſail, ſhe reels the tides 
Stan! clear the cable, is th cry, 

The anchor's gone,” we ſafely ride; 
ihe witch 3s fel, and through the night 
ehen the ſaman with delight, 

Froctaina * all's well.“ 


n 
THE PEDLAR, 
Sung by AI. unden. 


AM a jolly gay pedlar, 
Come here to ſell my ware; 


rd tho” in all things I'm a medler, 
[ 4 mcddie moſt with the fair; 
Ar: G 6 
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( 232 ) 
When I ſhew my ribbons to Miſſes, 


Tho? copver and ſider L gain, 
Yet better I'm. pl-as'd with the bliſſes, 
Which now 41 cannot explain, 


Fools ſay that life is but forrow, 
And ſeem difiaclin'd to be gay; 

But why ſhould we think of to morrow, 
When we may be happy to-day : 

I rove round the world for my pleaſure, 
Reſo!v'd to take nothing amiſs, 

And think my exiſtence a treature, 
While bleſt with a cup and a kils, 


They ſurely are thick-headed aſſes, 
Who know that youth's gone in a crack, 
And will not en»y as it paſſes, 
The ſeaſon that never comes back: 
Let time jog on ſlower or quicker, 
Or whether we're filly or wite, 
We ſhall not be the worſe for good liquor, 
Or the ſmile of a girl with black eyes. 


ON 6. 
SWEET LILIES OF TRE VALLEY, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


ER barren hills and flow*ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 
With merry pipe and jocund tale, 


I've pais'd ſome pleaſant hours: 


From 1 
Fon 
| chole 
So lo 
Yet thc 


And 
None p 
Swee 


I'm now 
To ul 
From ſi; 
To pl 
I care nc 
SI 
That lie 
Sweet 


U 
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ITbe ſeam 
Yet ch 
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Tho' wand'ring thus I ne'er could find, 
A vil like blithiome Sully, ; 

Who picks, and culls, and cries aloud, | 
Swect lilies of tus valley, 


From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, 
From neſting of each tree, 

| chole a ſoldier's life to wed, 
So ſocial gay and free : 

Yet though the laſies love as well, 
And otten try to rally, 

None pleaſes me like her who cries, 
Sweet lilies of the valley. 


I'm now return'd, of late diſcharg'd, 
To uſe my native toil, 

From ſighting in my country's cauſe, | 
To plough my country's foil: | 

| care not which, wita either picas'd, 44 
So I poileſs my Sally, N 

That little merry nymph tat cries, vi 
Sweet Lilies of the valley. 
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LET THE BILLOWS ROAR, f 

5 

Sung by Mr. Dig num. | | 

* * .* | ' 

| HEN whiſtling winds are heard to blow ö 

ö In tempeſts o' er the earth, f 
The ſeaman's oft' daſh'd to and fro, | 

| Yet cheerly takes his birth: 4 
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Ard as he feor'eſs mounts the throudsy 
Awhile the ve gel fing: 
To“ ſkins are wantied o'er with fharoadcs 
The gellant ſailor ſing 
Poll, aud hon 0 e 
1] and friend on ft 
TL 12 8 vie ar returning back, 


— . | DT 0A 
When Sending o'er che rockin 


v Vs 
«A 
$ 
wy 
— 
* 
LEY 


While ſcaiin muunta.ns:riies 
fl- taxes a ſpell, however hard, 
TSA danger err de fits: 
The ſtorm once o erz the gallant tar 
Let's Jaacy treely roam, 
And tho' tom many a friend afar, 
Thus i:1gs of choſe at home. 
Tis pretty Pull, &c. 


On burning coaſts, or frozen ſcas, 
Alike in cach extreme, 

The gellant tailor? s e'cr at ere, 
And floats wit.: fortunes firzan;s 

To love and friend{hip ver trucy 
He ſteers life's court: along, 

And whereſoever failing to 

Fond hops elates bis ſong. 

"Tis pretty Pull, &c. 
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OLD OWL ERH. 
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Hark forward, hark forward, t mtivy, 
k Lo! iy. 12 mark tor wr „ 4138 ru ard, tant! vy, 
tant vy, wack forward, tandivy, 
th vurihnen of their ſong, 
This Cay aitag mut die, 
5 


4 


This day a ftag ruſt die. 


115 ay 2 


ordial take: its merry round, 
une zagh and joke prevuil:; 
numan blows a k vial ſound, 
k dogs fnuſf up the gale: 
upiand Wines they weep along, 
eds thro' brakes they fly, 
tene 13 rous'd, too true the long, 
N. day a ſtag mult die. 
Wich a hey ho chivey, &c, 
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| 25 thy hwinches gore, 
Tu tears run dowt i thy face ; 
The lun fman's p'c calore is no more, 
His joy: were int e chaſe: 
Alike the ſgortiſmen of the town, 
The virging game in view, 
Are full content to run them down, 
Then they in turn purſuc. 
With a hey ho chivey, &c. 


Poor t-17 the 
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FAIR FATE OF METMOT TE. 


AIR Rute of Weymonth lov'd a tar, 
F Den Surf, as wind a foul, 
As ever brav'd the hole wer, 

Or nung the flowing buy. 3 
Vet, oft he'd heave a ſiah, ſince fate 
Had borne him far from lovely Kate, 


For Pen in v As had often ſtrove, 
(Would parents but agree) 
To wed fair Kate, his only love, 
'Ere that h went to ſ-a 3 
But, ah! in va n—to2d hope was 028, 
He ſigh'd then leit his native ſore, 


mid-wirch he kept, 

A loofe to love te gave, 

For * 112 22 Mipmat. 'S Cai ele se llept, 
Plung d in a wat ry. gave 


£ The co fl: ts ver, ſweet Kate, he cry, 


Then ſunk in peace, alas! and du'd. 


bus, h 
That' 
Wich IT 
Ere t 
The tic! 
noſe b 


Andis 
Che: 
his Fea 
And 1! 
feel my 
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bus, hope is like a ſummer gale, 

That's tranſient as the wind, 

y nich reefs too ſoon ſoft plc aſure's ſail, 

Ere the wiſh'd port we find: 

The ticings to fair Kate were brought, 
noſe boſom was with anguiih fraught. 


And is my love no more?” the cry'd, 
© Then peace adieu, farewell, 
his heart to his was e*cr allied, 
And il ill jt ſhall be true; 
feel my ſpirit wing its light? 
e ſpoke and ſuni in endleſs night. 
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WILL GREAT LORDS AND LADIED | 
H "i 
Sung in the Haunted Tower, | f 
= 
TIT ILL great lords and ladies, | 
. Dreſt up on gay days, 0 1 
Come to viſit you and I? fl 
All ſcraping, bowing, ' 
Great friendſhip vowing, 0 
Wiile we hold our heads fo high 2 F 


Should the fine gentry ſmoke us, 
Lud how they'll joke us, | 
Row they'll laugh at filly me WW 
Pha! we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly clever, 
While our pockets full, d'ye ſee : 


if E 


Then ery day 

New jy ſhall bring; 
And ever gay, 

We'll dance and ſing— 
Fal lal de ral, 
How merry ihall we be, 


tec 
Of great fortune vaunting, Wind 
Low people taunting, nly- ar 
Dignity we muſt ſupport: Art « 
Mong high Barons bouncing, Ft tlie 
Fine ladies flouncing, 1 fh 
We may chince to go to cours! 5 lira 


Well, fegs, | care not, 
Court thy? we ſhare not, 
If at home we happy be; 
Soon 1 may be bold, 
To hope that I ſh I bold, 
A little Baron on ivy i'tnee x 
Then every day, 
Neu J0 * har brings 
And ever gay, 
We'll dance and ſing, 
Fal ld de ral T 
How merry ſhall we be. ö 
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Sung by Mrs. Bland. 1. 


| ITTLE thinks the townſman's Wife, 11 55 ; 

Wlile at home ſhe t les, 94 lome 
Wat may be the laſs's life, 
Who a icl4icr mallles: 
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oy with weary marching ſpent, 
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ACW RBATPILY MY LIFE 1 LES, 


Z. D;iorum; 
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1 Want dy of arrow, 
To plow and tows 
T0 reap and mow, 
Wo care beyond the morrow: 
hat or cold, in wet or d:y, 
ver grumble, no, not I; 
My wife tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
What then I let her prate; 


5 
I 


r tometimes ſmooth and tome t mes 10221, 


bund my {elf ſtil! rich enough 
To "1 8 „ 4 1 } 8 
«<4 AC 3073 Ot a humble ta: v0 
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But when with law I craz'd my head, (1 grea 
1 loft both peace and pleaſure CAE 1 
Long ſays to hear, Put no 


To ſearch and ſwear, 
And plague beyond all meaſure ; 
One ericvance brought another on, C'r 
My debts increaſe, my ſtock is gone, 
My wite the lays, 


! 


N Our means *twill raiſe, And 
ö What then, tis idle prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, pr fect 
I found myſe't ftill rick enough, Cheer t! 
In the joys of an humble ſtate. to ne'er 
ö ut grat 
8 
Uer r 
806.4 
And fi 
THE BLACKBIRD'S SWEET WHISTLE, 
OULD you know true enjoyment, come. 
to my lay, 
Where health and contentment are ſeen ? 
View the mower that riſes at dawn of the day, 
And trips o'er the mantle of green: B 4 
To the lark's early ſong, E: 
See, he trudges along, LET 


O'er many a briar and thiſtle; 1 
Then all cheeiful and blithe, FEED! 
As he oft* whets his ſcythe, 


He'll ſing to the blackbird's ſweet whiſtle. N 5 


$ ſaow | 


heart u 


( 74x ) 


jr ay, what is riches compared to health, 
(1 greatnels to tweet peace of mind? 
c cane may add pleaſure, the other add wealth, 
Put nao bliſs in either we find, 
Like that, when tl.e (eng 
Of the lark calls along, 
C' r many a briar and thiſtle; 
The briſk mower fo blithe, 
Who does oft' waet his ſcythe, 
And ſings to the blackbird's tweet Wife. 


| wx ſweet does a ſmile from the cot of content 
Cheer the peaſant when labour is o'er; | 

po ne'er once repines for what heaven's ſcut j 

Eut gratefully bl-Aes its ſtore: | 

The l»rk's cheerful ſong, 

Still calls him along, | 

U'er many a briar and thiſtle; | 

Then all cheerful and blithe, | 

de again v.hets his icy the, 

And livgs to the blackbird's tweet wiiikles | 


T. 1 
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TUDE DAUNTLESS SAILOR, q 

it 

y 3 Surg by Mr. Inc ledon. 


BE dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 

Each foftes joy and eaſe, 

liſtant ciimes he loves to rom, 

lor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas: 

heart wit! hope of vict'ry gay, 

coins frem the tos to run; 

attle terror melt away 

$ ſaow before the ſuns 
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( 142) 


Ti-ugh all the nations of the world 
Biitannia's flag would lower, 

Her baarers (il ſhall wave unfurl'd, 
And dare their na! aghty rower : 
Pit ſee, Bellona fheathes her [vwo;ds 

Iluſn'd is the angry mun; 
The cauncn's roir no ror? 1 heard, 
Sweet peace revwmes her reign. 


Hf: hates un do his native more, 
Wet ds. == ect joy and reſt; 
His lovely Suſfa: an's ſmile: imploe, 


rr 
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Now all the toriarnd dinger pat, 
And Zu his love remains, 
The h nett tar is bleſt at laſt, 
flor Eniles Seward nis pain. 


RARK! ELIZA'S TUNEFUL voc. 


FT TARK! hark! Eliza's tuneful voi:s 
1 ves n. L11N "my Ti) | ves LuilT long; 

Huth EV ry rude and * WEC 116 liCy 

Ye z phy: s ſoftly breathe along. 

ee, love herſelf ftan!s liſt'ning by, 

While Cupids Fever round, 
Let not the tender heaving figh, 

Ditturb the magic bound. 
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Thus lumber bade meek ſorrow ceaſe, 
And ev'ry timid fear forget, 

Till morn awak'd her from ſweet peace, 
And fill'd with care poor Anchoret, 


But joy at length her wiſhes crown'd, 

For ſafe return'd her love from lea 
In him all conſtancy ſhe found, 

For he was ever kind and tree: 
Thus he rewarded love ſincere, 

And bade her ev'ry care forget, 
Who meek beheld her in a tear, 

And wip'd it from poor Anchoret, 


0 N. 
AT EVE WITH THE WOODLARK I REST, 


8 ung at Vauxhall. 


T eve with the woodlark I reſt, 
A I rite on each morn with the ſame, 
y tne note of the nightingale bleſt, 
I laugh at the trumpet of fame. 


From the top of the primroſy hill, 
How many proud buildings I ſee, 

The lords of them envy who will, 
My eale and my cottage for me. 


T imile at my country's increaſe, 
In commerce, religion, and arms, 
My heart and my hands are for thele, 
A Briton, whom liberty warms. 
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ONE NIGHT GAY BACCHU?, 
:dicated to the Membxrs of the Canvivial Buard, 


NE night gay Bacchus at a banquet, 
| Joyous as a God could be, 

d torth nectar, and he drank it, 

ectar fill'd his heart with glee : | 
cup went round, his Godſhip reel'd, 
Tipſy we ſhall be, he roar'd, 

45, who mirth's keen ſhaft can wield, 
all it at our convivial board, 


— AM. 


* | 
hz replete with figns of jeſting, | 
the merry wag 1 found, 
fat Aldermen, when foading; i 
longſt theſe gods the laugh went rounds. | 
e Moiaus ſtraight did jokes prepare, i 


cchus flowing goblets pour'd ; i 
yet in ſpite dull father care, F 
Lil 1at at our convivial board, 


o came with lyre reſounding, J 
a the touch trill'd every hearty 
c, mirth, and wine abounding, 

y the churiiſh cur de part: : 
nin'd on an ev 'ning's ſport, i 
rh produc'd his fav'rite hoard ; | 
geit example we'll reſort, 

I furniſh our convivial board, 
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But Care return'd and gan to hector, 
Bacchus ſeiz'd the intruding elt, 
Momus drench'd him well with near, 
Til! he quite forgot himſelf : 
Apollo ſung, Care's nod approv'd, 
Toaſts he drank, nor one demur'd; 
Thus taught to ſmile, his frown remov'd, 
He's fit for our convivial board, 


3.0 N 8. 


THE SCOTCH SHEPHERD, 


EHIND yon hill, where Stinchar flux 


Are moors and mofles many Q 
*l re wint' ry hour the day has clus'd, 
And I'll awa' to Nanny, O: 
The whitiiog wind; blows loud and ſhrill, 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, C, 
Pl! get my plaid, and out III ſeeal, 
And 0'er the hill to Nanny, O. 


My Nanny's charming, ſweet and young, 
Nae artful wiles ro win you, O; 
May il beta l the flatt'ring tongue, 
That would begull: my Nanny, O: 
Her face is fair, her heart is true,; 
She's ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonry,Q; 
The op'ning gowan, wet wi dew, 
Nae purer is than Nanny, O. 


count 
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country lad is my degree, 

And few the re be wha ken me, O; 
it wha. care I how few there be, 
Im welcome a' to Nanny, O: 

y wealti is A' a penny fee, 

Ard | maun guide it tonnie, O; 
t worldly g ar ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are bent on Nauny, O. 


auld gude man deiights to v ew 

Ihe l p and kine (thrive bonny O; 
o as viad ua holds his plough, 
ini has na car. but Nanny, O: 
wel, come woe, I care na by, 
tak what heav'n has ſent me, OQ; 
ther care on carth bave 1, 

ut live and love my Nanny, O. 


41 X. 
WHITHER MY LOVE, 
Sung by Sig. Sterace. 


THlrHx R, my love, ah! whither art thoy 
Zoner; 

not thy ablence cloud tis heppy dawn 2 

by thy heart. ſhaſl ſa!ſhocd cer be known, 


19, no, no, I jadge it by my cen: 
heart he AVO with 0 much cere 
ch ſhelter'd in my breaſt 1 weary 
for its matter b ats alone, 

lere the ſelnſh thinz's bis own, 
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| Ly And! 
5 Is NOT THE TINT, . 
f And n 
1 Y IS not the tint of ruby hue, 8 
That biuſkes on the full blown roſt;: et m: 
3 f } Throu 
0 Nor pearly drops of morning dew, e 
| Diſtiling where the lily blows : Sap 
No: fragrant gales that icent tne air, es 
Nor ſweets exhal'd from flow'ring vale, _ If 

Nor all theie beavties can compare, Run 

COW 


With fair Maria of the Vale. 2 
The ſhepherds of the plain declare, 

They ne'er have feen ſo ſweet a maid ; 
And whilit they view the charming fair, 
Love doth their eaſy hearts invade ; 

If ſh2 but ſmiles each blitifome twain 
Steps forth to breathe his am'rous tale; 
For ev'ry ſhepherd ſtrives to gain 
The loy'd Maria of the Vale. 


A! 

SL ROWS. ile on 

los'd ( 

T HRO' GROVES SEQUESTER'D. hen C21 

: All tee 

Sung by Madame Mara, © plain! 

To aid 
| HRO' groves ſequeſter'd, dark, and ſtill, 2h 

5 Low vales and moſſy cells among, dews d 

1 In ſilent paths the careleſs rill, 15 dried 

With languid murmurs ſteals along: Carolina 


Seem'd 


oe; 
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hile it plays with circling ſweep, 

And lingering leaves its native plains, 
en pours impstuous down the ſteep, 
And mingles with the boundleſs main. 


let my years thus devious glide, 
Through filent ſcenes obſcure! calm, 
wealth, nor ſtrife pollute the rides 
Nor honor's ſangu'nary paim ; 

hen labour tires, and pleiſure pa!ls, 
Still let the flream uniroubles be, 
down the ſteep of age it falls 

iad mingles with eternity. 


— 
0.4 
CAROLINE OF LITCHFIELD, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


HE village hind with toil ad done, 

And home ward bent his way, 

bile on the wave the tetting lun 

dos'd the departing day; 

pen Caroline of Litchftic1d grove, 
i! teemingly to burrow, 

0 © elative wailings of the dove, 

To aid awhile her ſorrow. 


dews diſtilling on the roſe, 
In brightneſs oft? appear; 
Crroline amid her woes 
Seem'd lovelier in a tear: 


H13 


© Al 


1360 


« Ah! me, ſhe cry'd, life has no chazm, 


For, *neath the drooping w:llow, 
My lover ſleeps in death's cold arms, 
Upon a moiſten'd pillow,” 


For me he brav'd the dang'rous part, 


And found a wat'ry tomo; 

Can ſilence reign then in the heart, 
Or gratitude be dumb? 

Ah! no—affection's tear ſhall fox, 
Pure as the chryttal tountain, 

Till death ſhall end this life of woe, 
Which now's beyond ſurmounting,? 


Then ſighing with a wiſhful look, 
A looſe ty gr et the gave, 

And teatlong plung'd into the brook, 
There ſunk beneath the wave: 

The village maids the tale relate, 
At eve and early morning, 

How love was nipt by adverſe fate, 
*'Ere ſcarcely it was dawning, 


TAKE TIME TO THINK APOUT IT, 


Sung Ly Mrs, Franklin, 


E laſſes gay, in beauty's blocm, 
- All bi:the and debona'r, 
Think not tos boldiy I preſume, 
In warning thus the fair: 


jen beit 
he me 
s maxi! 
Take tit 


zen ev'r 
and pra 
ur bleor 
ake he 
2 honey 
They 11 
ti ere y 
'ake tl 


when t 
E n4ow'd 
tn litten 
With tri 
i ſcorn 
t worceh' 
ur hand 
or thin 


Enn 


en beauty riſing to the view, 

he men will buz, ne'er doubt itz 
s maxim mind, when they purſue, 
Take time to tnink about it. 


en ev'ry flatt'ring art they try, 
and praiſe your ſhape and air, 


ur bleoming cheeks and iparkling eyes, 


ake heed, dear giris, beware: 
honey of your roly lip, 

They Il ftrive to gain, ne'er doubt it; 
t, ere you let them have a lip, 

ke time and think about it. 


when the conſtant lover woos, 
Eniow'd with manly ſenſe, 
tn liiten to his rencer vows, 
With trifling forms diſpenſe x 
'll ſcorn to flatter or deceive, 
It worthy, never doubt it; 
ur hand to ſuch then freely give, 
or think too long about it. 


0 N 6. 


ROST WINE 1S THE KEY. 


Sung by AM. Dignum. 


OSY wine is the key that will open the heart, 
And the bicatt will be t ue, will be true that it 


meilows 


en drunk we deſpiſe all baſe falſeheod and art, 
oF in 11q 40g in liquor we're all honeſt fellows 1 


H 4 
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Woe 


Then quickly paſs 
The jingling glaſs, 
Ding dong, ding dong, till we are all melloc, 
Let every man 
Do all he can, 
To be an honeſt fellow. 


th my 
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ut ] ne 


ho* Ph 
My m 
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The lawyer ſo grave for his client will plead, 
And with unbluſhing front againſt equity bel! 
The key once apply'd, owns he doubly was feed, 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows, 
Then quickly paſs, &c, 


| The lover who vows for his fair-one he dies, 
When Wines roſy wine, his boſom once melloy; 
Will own that her gold is more bright than her eit 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 


1 my e 
But, 7 
ty feel. 


Then quickly pass. &c. Then 
6 ae : : Vith m 
Then if liquor can banith all art and deceit, 3 
2 : 49 , > 
And the heart will be true, will be true, ea: 
1 
meliows ; or Int 
Let us toſs off large bumpers whenever we meet, 
For in liquor, in liquor, we're all honeſt feliox; 
Then quickly pals, &c. 
— — —— — 
* 
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3 NEVFR LOV'D ANY, DFAR. M{ARY, BUT vor. 
Sung at Vuuxball. 
H 
OU fav, my dear girl thet Pm given to ren 
And (port with ©. ch 11f5 on the green; he ho 
That [ join in the d Ce aud TREATY ſonnets. Ut 10e, 
And All with che falreit lin iten; Whe 


1 


"th my hey derry down, and my ho down derry, 
mong the green meadows 10 blich and jo merry; 

Gi; With biack, brown, ani fair I have ftrolick*, tis truey 
at I never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


ho* Phillis and Nancy are nam'd in my ſongs 
My mind will ſtill wander to you 

ot to Phillis or Nancy my raptures belong, 

bells; To you and you cnly ikey're due: 

©, With my hey derry down, and my ho down derry, 
mong the green meadows ſo blithe and fo merry; 
ſv ſongs are of plraſure and beauty, tis true, 
ut Ine ver lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


low: n my eves you may read a fond heart all your own, 
er ci But, alas! tis the language or love; 
ly feelings you'd pity, that language once known, 
| Then learn it, all doubts to remove : 
Vith my bey Gerry down, and my ho down derry, 
nong the giecn mr ados fo blithe and to merry; 
„to || ne'er find a heart more fond or more true, 
or I never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


jet, 
OW! 
S. ON 8.1 
ILIE ECHO REPLIES TO THE SOUND OF THY 
HORN. 
voi 
35 Sung by Mr. Inc le don. 
HE dew lightly fell on the ſweet briar thorn, 

en And ſhone in a clear lucid drop; 

: he hounds were uncoupled, and freſh beam'd the 


77 morn, 
When ſaddled, I-mcunted old Crop: 
H 5 With 
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With ſpirits like fire, elated with joy, 
We i-lly o'er kedge, ditch, ana itil, 

To taſte thoſe ſw2et pleaſutes which never cnc. 
While health crowns the chace with a ſmile, * 


CHORUS, 


Hark away, then was cry'd, as we ſkim'd ober 
plain, 


Where ſweet echo reply'd to the ſound of the hon Tral 
7 
ino 

Now Reynard we ſpy'd, and redoubled our ſpee, Mi n-ve; 

To ſhun her his art is in vain; 6 in far 
| For our dogs were all ſtaunch, and of the rigit be kindr 
Who nimbly flew over the plain: 

To bafile hi cunning young Towler and Sly, 

Two mettieſome hounds of the pack, n the 

Stept forward, and ſoon panting Reynard drew ni 19" 

Woſe ſpeed had began for to flack. ne gift 
Hark away, then, &c. zathe! 
; d thro) 
y few 
O'ercome by the'r ſwiftneſs he yielded his breath, MF cry ©: 
Wien 1 and Tom Ringwood fell in, umrot 
While the huntfman's loud ſhouting proclaimed! 
| Wer : r penſi 
To join in the muſical din: irh a 
The chal: being o'er we return full of glee, ft 1 
Fre ſh pleaſures awhile to partake; nd m. 
And thus we enjoy our lives j vial and free, early 
Till Aurora again bids us Warts he ro\ 

Hack away, then, &c, "one 

Frumio 


—— — 


SO 


me 
ile, 0 N. T 
ELLEN, 
o'er Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


TEAR bow'ry Richmond, Thames 's pride, 
Dwelt Ellen when her father dy'd; 

: inowy night he loſt his way, 

never more behe the day: 

o infant boys around her mother clung, 

d kindred grief the heart of Ellen wrung. 


n the earth her eyes ſhe threw, 

vs nic ow'rets wild before her grew; 

" Woe gifts by bounccous nature ipread, 

zather'd to procure them bread 
d thro* the hollow founding {treets, 
y few r-licv*v, but j-er'd by many, 

eit MW cry each morn ny the repeats, 

rmroles, primroles, two bunches a penny. 


r penſive way Ive ſcen her keep, 

Vith anxious ſtep from door to door, 

oft) I've turn'd aſide to weep, 

d mourn'd tha fortune made me poor: 
early light adorns the ſky, 

he roves the heath and valley fenny, 

d tow'rds proud London taſtes to cry, 
timioſes, primuoles, two bunches a penny. 
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HARE, 


waite Huntin®s Sono, 
OS <> 


Hands, low ſweet to hear 
» isn. odous cheertul Cy, 

ame poſteſs'd with fear: 
O's brobo s and brake 


Q uy C2 


The ſpo timan knows no grief or care; 
Wen iweet the horn, 


Acroſe the 


Awakes the timid hare. 


Who panting Pies, like ſreed from pain, 
tr. mbiin fas 


A 5 


re _ 


The! ſportſman JoyLas le. 
Well pleas'd 


While 


Then ſay, \ wh 


Tot 
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Ins her 


breath, 


ves the plain, 


Acroſs the lawn, 
Re-ccho:s bitch boch far and near 3 


Oer meads and 


w 


downs 
e know no bounts, 


courſing of the Ltimill hare. 


at pl-aſure 


„nen homewards 


bo: 1 


7 vii 


aud gar Iris 


can inſpire 
Hat Of cour ling — SWE't C11 


„ 
9 1 


dire 


nd £133 


at h ”"_ death: .* 
hen ſweet the born 


r ſpor 


wakes 


The brook and brake 
We then toriake, 
r ſportſmen know no gr 
Then tweet the bo 
Acroſs the ety 


__ or cate z, 


wakes the trembling timid hare, 


. 
ROB OF THE MILL. 


Sung in the M Aman. 


V heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 
My body's as ound as a roact 

no in gay fangled ga: ments never was dreſt, 

Nor ſtuck up my n in ac ach: 


7 


fortune retutes to non With my ur amn; 
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Sung in Oſcar and Malvinas 


EVER in my toſ,m live, 
1hou ſource of encie:s treaſure, 

Siuce nothing eiſe on earth can give 

So dear, ſo rich a treaſure : 
T rue love perhaps may bring alarms, 

Or be but loſs of reaton ; 
Vet ſtill it adds to ſummer charms, 

And cheers the wint'ry ſeaſon. 


The luſtte of the great and gay, 
Is tranſitory fath'on 

Wlulſt pure ant laiting is the ray 
Or unaffected paſſien: 

When danger threats the peaſant's cot, 
And crutl ca es aſſul it, 

Affe Kion's cares ſhiil ſooth his lot, 
Or bid him not bewail it. 


Then It us each on each rely, 
A mutual trantport borrows 

Thie ſlaviſh forms of life deity, 
and artificial ſorrow : 

Content vwe*'il laugh, and ſport, and ſing, 
Grow livelier and joco'er 

While time, tat fleets on envious wing, 
Suall bind our hearts the cloſer. 


S EVER IN MY EOSOM LIVE, 
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HR GEN'ROUS HEART, WHERE FRIENDS? 
DWELLSE. 


HE gen'rous heart where friendſhip dwells, 
Sterts at a thought that wouid offend 3 
But witch a qu ck l{enfation feels 
A ſlight, when otfer'd by a friend: 
Friend hip came, my torrows end, 
Ev'ry befling 
Worth poſſeſſing. 
n thee id found, Oh! toothing friend. 


But Oh! how ſoon the happy pair, 
Tneir kindred fouls re- unite ; 
hen friendihip ſooths each Joubtful carey 
And dark diftruſt is put to flight: 
nenaſhip come, my Hrrows end, 
Ev'ry bleſſing 
Wo th poſi-thng, 
1 thee is found, Oh! joothing friend. 


ence ye vain deluſtve plenſures, 

Faacy's priz2 no real gain; 

zendſhip is a mine wnoſe treaſ res 

When they're found, reward our pain. 

riendihip come, my [1rrows end, | 
EV ry ble ing 
Worth — efting 

| thee is found, Oh! 5 — friend. 


— . —ů—— 
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„ An' c 
| 8. 0 N 8. hen fe 
Shall 
POR A' THAT» a tl 
; n' c 
Written by R. Burns. un mat 
hall 
V HAT tho' on hamely fare we dine, 
Wear hcddin grey, an' a' that, 
Gie tools their filk, and knaves their wine, 
| A man's a man for a' that: 
| For a' that, and a' that, 
Their tinſel ſhow an' a' that; 
An honeſt man, tho' ne'er fo poor, 
1 Is chief of man for a' that. 
You fee yen birkie, ca'd a Lord, 
| Wha ſtruts, an' Rares, an' a' that, 
0 Tho' hundreds beckon at his nod, 
f He's but a cuif for a' that: NC 
| For a' that, an' a' that, 9 1 
| His d'ignities, an' a' tat; oft me 
f A man of independent mind Sos 7 
| Can fing an? laugh at a* that, o lor 
4 . 
. The King can maice a belted Knight, Deprix 
4 A Marquis, Duke, an a' that; iy 
0 But an bon ſt man's aboon his might, Made 
x Gude faith he manra fa' that! 
An a ti at, an' a' that, 
i His garters, ſtars, and a' that, 3 
' | 


The pith of ſenſe, and wale of worth, 
Are better far than a' that, 


ni. whilt 
Ou lom 


Tit 
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Then let us pray the time may come, 
An' come it will for a' that, 


hen ſenſe and truth o'er a' the earth 
Shall bear the gree for a' that: 

or a' that, an' a' that, 

An' come it will for a' that; 

in' man to man the wide world o'er, 
hall brother be for a' that. 


—— ͤ j — 

S8 O N G. 
THE SHETHERD BOY. 
Sung by Maſter Weijh. 


NCE friends I had, but, ah! too ſoon, 
Death robb'd me of my parents dear, 
ett me to mourn my wretched doom, 
And wander friendleſs in deſpair ; 
olorn o'er hills and dales IT roy'd, 
Depriv'd of cv'ry earthily joy; 
t length a ſwain, with pity mov'd 
Made me a humble ſhepherd boy. 


nas T view the dawn of day, 


To flovg”ry plains my flocks I lead; 
| : whilit for food my lambkins fires 
On fore lone bank 1 tune my reed: 


| 
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Did thoſe who bathe in ſeeming bliſs, 
Ones taſte the ſweers that I eajoyy 

They'd with for humble happinets, 
And envy me—the ſhepher2's boy. 


When down the weſtern ſky the ſun 
Deſcends to gladden eaſtern climesy 
»Tis then my daily toil is done, 
And | to reſt repair betimes ; 
In raftic garb *tis true I'm clad, 
Yet nothing does my peace annoy 
And tho' my fortune is bur fad, 
Still heaven may blels the ſhepherd Loy. 


— — — — 


8 O N 8. 
NO THAT WILL NEVER D9. 


Surg by Mrs, Franklin, 
V HEN lovers are too daring grown, 


Young maidens thould beware, 
For men, it is for certain known, 
Will oit* proteſt and (wear : 
But virgins tho' they kneel and vow, 
And each fond art purſue, 
No fooliſh freedom ſhould Allow, 
For that will never do, 


My Damon calls me dear and dove, 
And ev*ry thing that's kind, 

Then vows he*ll die to prove his love, 

But this I never mind: 
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Laſt night he fain woull have a kiſs, 
Nay, even aK A f t vel 

Deer Sir, ſaid J, would be amiſs, 
O chat will never do. 


To-morrow he declares he'il prove, 
His love can't be deny'd, 

And a: the church each doubt remove, 
By making me his bride : 

If that”, the caſe, what can I fay ? 
il e'en appeal to you 

Would it be r:ght to anſwer nay? 
Plhaw—taat will never do. 


8 0 N . 


THE WAVES WERE HUS H' D, THE SKY SERENE. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


HE waves were huſh'd, the ſky ſerene, 
When failing on the main, 

Ben from the maintop view'd the ſcene, 
And ſung in tender ſtrain : 

Dear Sal, this pict ie round my nec, 
Wich bears thy likenets true, 

Snall e'er my faithfui boſom deck, 
Wich throbs for only you, 


Stii{ was the night when laſt on ſhore, 
We tuok a parting kits, 

And warm the vows each other ſwore, 

To mget again in bliis! 
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A token then my Sally gave, 
Tis this which now 1 view, 

And in my heert ſhall ever I've, 

Which threbbs for only you. 


Sweet Sall wherever you may rove, 
Ah! kindly think on me; 

And this dear 'ſemblance of my love 
Shall prove I dote cn the?2: < a 

Wherever bound, by night or day, 
Still as the needls true, 

My conſtant heart ſhall never ſtray, 
Which throbs for only you. 


— — 


STREW THE RUDE CROSSES OF LIFE O'fER Vir 
FLUWERS. 


Sung by Ir. Dignum. 


HRO? life's rugged voyage each mortal muff 
ſail, 

Oft' tols'd by the billows of fortune about, 
This hour a calm and the next one a gale, 

Makes ail of the harbour of 52poinets doubt ; 
Yet amidſt the hard troubles that mankind muſt hear 

The go1s have ſent pleaſure to ſweeten our ſours, 
For friendſhip and love may defy ev'ry care, 

tend ſtrew the rude croſles of lite ver with Row r, 
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Tach man in his way muſt encounter rough ſeas, 
And buffet with periis and tempeſts of pain; 

And ſhould fortune ſmile, to uncertain's the breeze, 
That man mau'{t ſtill doubt if itz meant to remains 

vet amidſt, &c. 


The phantom, ambition oft' leads us aſtray, 

Then leaves us bewilder'd, quite loſt in the dark, 
And often to folly would leave us a piey, 

Did realon not throw in a lumious ſpark 
Yet amidit, &c. 


—— ᷑ ˙ĩĩ 


s O0 N S. 
COT PLESS HUR, 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain, 


17197 RE I had well grown to an age 
Ailow'd young maids to marry; 
Three youths would fain engage my hand, 
And tried their ſuits to carry: 
Young Paddy firſt put in his claim, 
Then Sandy told ſoft tales, 
rug And Taffy, look you, ſung his flame, 
And he came up from Wales, 
Cot pleis bur, 
And he came up from Wales, 


* Och I'm the crature! Paddy ſung, 

| Take me, I tell you, honey : 

Hoot, hoot, cried Sandy, hold your tongue, 
Es I ve, laily, got the money: 


51 


Well I, fays Taffy, got no pelf, 
But hur will give, look y« u, 

Hur heart and ſoul, beſides hurſelf, 
And hur will love moſt true, &c. 


Now, when I'd well their merits ſcan'd, 
To ſtop their further teazing, 
I e'en to Tafty gave my hand, 
The lad to me moſt pleaſing : 
And now he's got me for a wife, 
So weil we both agree, 
That few |.ve half io tweet a life, 
As my dear Taff and me, &c. 


8 0 N 0.4 


O LET MY HARBOUR BE YOUR ARMS. 


Sung by Ir. Denzan. 


ROM North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt, 


I've plough'd the ocein wide, 
With fearful danger of” oppret, 
By warring wi ds and tive 
The billows roll'd, the chip was toſs'd, 


My heart was ſunk, my hopes were loſt: 


But now r2turn'd, an free from harms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 


Ny pretty Po'ly. 


When whizzing balls around me flew, 
ty heart would fink thro? fear; 

But rous'd by one blzit thought of you, 

My lite became more dear: 


ly I. 
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dy J fought my country's foe, 

[nd laurels crown'd thy Harry's bow; 
dar'd att dangers, ſcorn'd alarms, 

a hopes to harbour in your arms, 

My pretty Polly. 


or you I toil'd, for you I fought, 
My thoughts were ſtill on zou; 
he life I ſav'd, the wealth 1 fought, 
Had fill your bliſs in view: 
'ith ſtars of gold to make you gay, 
Ve}! anchor ſafe in wedlock's bay, 
&-cure from ſtorms and rude alarms, 
O ler my harbour be your arms, 

My pretty Polly. 


— — 
0 
MY RONNY LOWLAND LADDIZ. 
S. ag by AIV, Frankin, 


F all the ſcceins both far and near, 
1 love but one belle me; 
And he loves ore ſipcerel; dear, 
And never wiil deceive me: 
Tho' muckle gold he canna boaſt, 
I'l''tell my mam and didiy, 
Of all the twains 1 love him zioſt, 
ty bony lowland ladd:e } 
My hand{ome braw yours fallor lad, 
My bonny lowland ;adaie, 
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When the war is at an end, 
O we are to be merry'd, 

And Cupid will our cauſe befrlend; 
For ſure we long have tarry'd: 

But O the time is coming round, 
When deck'd in filken plaiddy, 

In Hymen's chains we ſhall be bound, 
My bonny lowland laddie, 

My handſome, &c. 


O bleſlings on the happy day, 
When we ſhall dwell together, 

Our lives will ſweetly pals away, 
In ev'ry kind of weather: 

And thould the fates ordain it ſo, 
We may be mam and daddy, 

O then what raptures we ſhall know, 
My bonny lowland laddie, 

My handſome, &c. 


————ñ— 


S O N G.| 
WHY IS LOVE SO PAST DEFINING, 
Sung at Vauxball, 


HY is love o paſt defining, 
Tell me, reaſon? Chloe cry'd; 
Cupid, on his bow reciining, 
Hard the vy mph and thus reply's ; 
4 is not reaſon caa inſ2: m thee, 
Learn fromme“ —on ;hot adart; 
Does no ſecret P Mon wem thee ?? 
6 Ves, ihe 11 tis in ay art.“ 


TOA 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


\ RATITUDE to our friends, and generoſity ts 
j our enemies, 


ay the poor merit eſteem, and the rich veneration. 


ay the volume of beauty never be tained by con- 
taminated fingers. 


iy beauty never be ſtitched in ſheets till properly 
bound. 


the cheerful heart never want an agreeable com- 
panions 


y Britiſh virtue ſhine when every other light is 
out. 


y the honey of rectitude ſweeten the bitterneſs of 
ſorrow. 


yy the heart never covet what the hand has no right 
to, 


wy the ſmiles of the fair reward the efforts of the 
diave, 


y virtue in diſtreſs always meet aliberal protector. 


y fortune fill the lap where charity guides the 


? RRR. 
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Proſpe: 


( 2170 ) 
May che voyage of life end in the haven of hagpinefenty 
May the duties of ſocial life never give way to ſeH 2) tl 
nels. 4 
e 
Religion without ſuperſtition, and remorſe wit 
deſpair. Hay re 
OU 
Reaſon in our a Kions, religion in our thoughts, an 3 
reflection in our expreihons. 18 
The unity of hearts in the union of hands. NY 15 
18 
Succeſs without a check to Britiſh arms. " 
iis „ 
Serenity to every breaſt that beats with philanthrog on 
The gate of life—and may it never be ſhut au,, © 
tile honeſt, 0¹ 
The lovers of virtue in the arms of beauty. lay th 
i be 
Society's ſureſt cement temperance and modeſty, 
— 4 . 927 In. 
The ſtaff of life in the mouth of nature. 
Jay th 
The fruit of good deeds to the winter of our lives. ! or 
The man we prize and the maid we love. lay th 
The ſunſhine of plenty to the retreat of goodneſs. of 
. * . , . . + + 
V alvur without cruelty, and virtue without hy poi by 
lic 
Vigilance without inquietude, and virginity with. 
a ſtain. | Ray we 
ret 


Wit without virulence, wine without excels, 2 
wiſdom without affectation. 


Warmth to every heart in a good cauſe, 


Youth without violence, and old age without vi: 
lence. 


( 71 
proſperity tv the liberty of the preſs. 


. le 17 le. 7 4 ny - 
opineffenty to the heart expanded by generoſity. 
felge the examples of evil produce good, and reward 
I effect that retormztion to which puniſhment has 
been inciteCtual, 


With 0 
Fey reaſon be enthroned a ſupreme monarch, and 
our paſiions Iiuljeft to his laws. 
its, an 


ivid's magic ring on the middle finger, 


ne Prziifhman's triumvirate — love, wine, and 
lib.riy. 


men arger clouds the brow may forgiveneſs rule in 


* 


the heart. 
May the noments of mirti be regulated by the dial 
of 1E1!0n. 
Hay the heart that achs at the ſight of ſorrow always 
be bleſt with the means to relicve it. 
May the friends of diftreſs never know want or ſorraw 
; Jy the wreata of victory ever flouriſh on the brow 
1wes. ot liberty. 


lay the friends of liberty neter want the comſorts 
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ines. of like. 

y Oct I the preſence of the fair curb the wiſh of the 
1.centious 


we look forward with pleaſure, and back without 
ICMIUIa 


(- 2398} 


May all civil diſtinctions among men be founded g 
public utility. 


May neither precedent ner antiquity be a ſanction! 
erturs perniclous to mankind. 


Abſalom's end to the fomenters of public miſchiaf. 


Cork to the heels, caſu to the pockets, courage to tt 
hearts, ande ncord to the heads, of ail tac fricn. 
ot Old England. 


May our wants never proceed from negligences ( 
our own Creation, 


When love attacks the heart may honor be the pre 
roter oi a truce, 


May the civil power never interpoſe between the con 
t-icnce of man and his Maker. 


May Britons be as averſe to invading the rights ; 
others, as z2alous in maintaining their own. 


May the morality of individuals prove the policy 
Nations, 


Community cf goods, unity of hearts, novility of ſet 


timents, and tcuth ot ieclings, to the zeal love 


of the fair lex. 


Envy in an air-pump without a paſſage to breat! 


through. 


Goodnefs in our thoughts, gentleneſs in our word 
and gencroſity in our actions. 


Honor in our breaſts and humanity in our hands. 


Hope and happineſs in every ſtate of life. 
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eaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 


lay fortune reſemble the bottle and bowl and ſtand 
by the man who cannot ſtand by himlclt. 


Then wine enlivens the heart, let friendſhip ſurround 
the bottle. 


lay we never, by overi-aping the bounds of prudence, 
treſpaſs upon tne boiom of triend thip, 


lay the bud of aftection be ripened by the ſunſhine 
of lincerity, 


Then honor is to be decided by the ſword, may it 
never find the way to the hear. 


lay he who has ſpirit to reſent a wrong, have a tiea:t 
to forgive it. 


he Ring who is the father of h's people and the 
matter of himſelf, and that miniſter, who is the 
ſervant of his King and the guardian of the peo» 
ple's rights. 


che gift of the gods — a handſome wife, a ſteady 
ir end, and ſound clarct, 

lay the wings of love rever receive a moulting thro? 
the means of a ieve.e rzprimand. 

2 the choice of profeſſions may that of friendſhip be 
the ſureſt of lucceſs. 


chat vice gains by traffic, may ſhe loſe on her voy- 
age home. 


Hy induſtry be always rewarded as the favorite of 
tori ule, 


NL]. LA 


( 174 ) 
Improvement to our arts, and invention to gur anti 
NMay Neptune ever zcknowledge Britain's is:ug y 
his Sovereign, 
Ine fficacy to the projects of thoſe who woald hurt uy 
or our country. 
Inſtability to the councils of Britain's enemies, foreig 
and dome !tic, 
Love, in every fate, unta'nted by licentiouſneſ*, 


Lioour's true reward to every Briton—content an} 
pHl:nty. 


May the lovers of the für ſex never want means 
ſuppert and {pirit to defend them. 


NModeſty in our diicourics, moderation in our wiſker 
and mutabiiity in cur aſtectlons. 

May our wents be foun in ſo fruitiul a ſoil as to th 
duce immediate 161:0i, 

May the tear of miſery be dried by the hand or con- 
mlieration. 

May the ſword of ſorrow never wound the heer: ( 

 ſeaitbility. 

May Britiſh chaſtity ever kezp pace with Drill 
beauty. 

May our commodittes of all kinds be fairly and hore: 
ably entered. 

May our love oi the glaſs never make us toy: 
decency. 


May the mind never feel the decay of the body. 
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May the eve that drops for the misfortune of others 
never ihed a tear for its own, 

hy liberty never degenerate into licentiouſneſs. 

we wiſh and all we want. 


beruty without aftectation, and merit without con- 
eit. 


,nnoc=nc? to the riſing generation ind may a good 
t ant coalcience be the companion of their lives. 


My a Roman virtue be encircicd4 with a courtier's 
ans 9 eale. 


May a joke never be foreſtalled with a laugh. 
May o; inion never float on the waves of igrorance, 


May the miſer's fear anticipate Tiſgrace. 


5 9 
May our huſbandmen, ſeamen, and induſtrious me- 
* cnanics, never want a harveſt to their labours, 
C Vis . . 
nor peice to enjoy it. 
Wy the prize of wildom find many candidates. 
arc (1 


The hand that gives and the heart that forgives. 
cio May the coward never wear a red coat, nor the hy- 
pocrite a black one. 
May health paint the cheek and fincerity the heart. 
The ſweets of ſenſibility without the bitters. 
The pleaſures of imagination realized. 
Tafte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte, 


„ Honor's bet employment—the protection ef inno- 
cence. 


C 30-3 


May the ſecrets of beauty never be peretratel 9. 
lalcivious Curiofity. 


May the friendiy boſom never want a friend. 


May friendſhip ſmile on our cups, and content on ov 
minds. 


May the union of perſons be always founded on the 
of hearts, 
My the work of our nights never fear the day lig: 


May the intercourſe of love never give occaſion ft; 
the doCtor. 


May the morning of odr lives entitle us to a can 
vening. 


May our virtue be healthy without the phy ſic « 


A calamitys ©: 

þ May we never hurt our neighbour's peace by a def 

| of appearing witty. 

. May proſperity never make us arrogant, or adverſit; 
mean. 


May we live to learn, and learn to live. 


May the love of life never induce us to do a but 
} act ion. 


| May poverty never be looked on with contempt, ne 
0 wealth as a mark of merit. 


May hope never elude our graſp, nor fear appal ov 
imagination. 


May religion and politics flow from ufrizht and liber. 
Principles. 


i > RES Fi 1s 


OL 


Tas 


